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ff true that mtiofij ivbich hut few conteft^ 
^hat in the 'ucay oftcit^ Jhort thii^s are bejl^ 
S^hen in good Epigrams two virtues meet^ 
For 'tis their glory to bejbort^ andjweet. 
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•vi The Preface. 

in which a fingle thought, poetically 
cxprefi'd, has been nfed. Petronius fcems 
to &vour this opinion ; he tifes the word 
with two applications, but in bodi the 
conftruAion muft be, as we have faid, 
an Infcription. Implevit Eumolpus fron- 
tes utriufque ingentibus litteris^ ^ notam 
fugiti'vorum Epigramma per totam faciem 
hberali manu duxit In this Senfe, the 
word Epigramma fignifies the Stigma, or 
iharafters upon the forehead of a flave ^ 
by which he might be known if he fled 

irom his matter : in anotuei ^u^w, ««juwAi 
the fame author iays, BumcipMS autem dum 
Epigfomnta mortuo facity it muft be un* 
derftood asan Epitaph on a dead 
Pcrfbnj in which way it is cafy to fup- 
pofe this fort of Poetry was very early 
ufed, the Epitaph continuing to this 
dayj moft properly, an Infcription: to 
which ufe, as we have already obfer- 
ved, the Epig«.am was originally ap- 

plied. 

At 
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At this day we confider Epigram 
as a method of conveying a fingle con- 
ceit fully and' ftrongly tor. the reader, 
in a narrow Compais ; it rauft Have wit, 
or, what is very near akin to it, hu- 
mour, at the. conclusion, in order to> 
leave the deeper imprefBon upon .the 
fincy : I; fay this of iatyrick or plea-- 
lant Epigrams 5- for there are fbme 
that by the grandeur and noblenels of 
the ientiment, in a ierious way, muft 
pais for. fimHixl. pieces in this kind of 
writing : however^ I think that wit, or 
ibmewhat equally pleafing, is always ^ex« 
peded in the clofe of an Epigram, 
whether ferious or humourous t lefl: X 
fliould not be rightly underftood, I muft 
add, that in a pleafant Epigram, an 
humourous conceit will make an apt 
dofe; and in a ierious oM, a (Iriking 
thought 'y and that, in neither, cafe, that 
wit which confilts of point and turn, 

A 4 is 



y'm ^be P r e> a*c e. 

m 

is ablblutely neceflary. I' will give ex- 
.amples of both. 



ftlby eyes imfeyehxnvs I could ffare 5 
Ner for thy mfe do I much can ^ 
J could dijj^enfet tooy mth thy teeth ^ 
jSnd "jcith thy lifs^ and with thy breath ^ 
And mth thy breap^ and with thy belly^ 
Jnd ivith that which I won't tell ye ^ 
Jttd^, to be Jhert — hark^ in, thyear^ 
Faith I could jj^are thee all^ my dear. 

t F I am not miftaken, there is no 
Hivit in thefe lines; and yet the pleafan- 
try at Uie end will make it pais for a 

good EpiGKi^M 

. When all the blandijhments of life are gont^ 
The coward creep to deaths the brave livei ofi. 

The 
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The fine thought of this couplet, tho* 
it iavoufa nothing of wit, is an inftance 
in the ferious way : I have choien thefe 
two tranflations from Martial^ to (hew 
that the ancients-, as well as the mo- 
derns, at leaft in their pradtice, ftem* 
ed to think with me ^ even thoie- who 
pefin'd, ofj as the criticks would rather 
lay, corrupted Epigram, by introdu* 
cifig point and turm 

I have heard much good difcourfS 
ipent in (hewing the difference between 
a Song and an Epigram; I pro-- 
teft that between an Englijb Song and 
an Englijh Epigram, I know of none 
but the length ^ which may make fbme, 
according to our common notions. I 
think every finall copy of verfes, which 
is or may be fet to mufick, goes by 
the name of So ng ; but then the ge* 
netal pradfcice is to make it conclude 

ia 



je T^ P It E F A C E. 

in a point like an Epigram ; indeed 
it fbmetiines happens that more than 
XMie thought is purfued in a Song^. 
limt, if the critictcs be right, that^s as^ 
much a £iult there, as in an &t i g n a m ;. 
and the difference diey make is, that 
a So NO confifts. of one diought^ with- 
out a point, and if it extends farther, 
becomes 4 Ballad; while an Epigram 
has a right to a point, but if it en- 
larges its number of conceits, muft be 
called Stanza's, or Madrigal, or a G>py 
a£ Vesifesi or any^ thing* you. pleaie;. 
Thefe are little niceties, which are not 
at all neceflary to a man ofggxxi ienfe; he 
will prcfently fee what i^ right, with- 
out them; nor, indeed, are the minute 
rules of either of thefc kinds of poe- 
try important enough to make a icru- 
pfulous inquiry into them worth, his- 
white.. 



M 
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My lord duke of Bu c king ham-- 
SHIRE has given rules in verfe fcr ma* 
king SONGS'; which, added to what 
has been here faid, will eiiable every 
one to jud^e as well of an £pigjblam^, 
w any other fmall Poem. 

TMmtiifjg feems m^re eafy^ yet no part 
Offoetry nquires a nicer art : 
For as in rows of ricbefi fearl^ tiere Ua^ 
Many a blemijh^ that efcafnour $yp^, 

1 m teajt cj 'ocmcis aejects is plainly ficofn- 

In finie fmall ringi andbrings the value down j 

Afit^s fbmli htojuft perfeHion wrot/gbt^ , 

JExaSl propriety of words and thovghf^. 

Exfreffion eajy^ and the fancy highy 

Tet that nor feem to creeps nor this to fly y 

No words tranjpcs'd, but in fucb order ally 

As^ thf with care^ may feem by chance to 

(fall. 

The 
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xii The Preface. 

The fubje6t of an Epigram is 
matter of conteft among the learned s yet, 
without fhewing their arguments, we will 
be bold to lay, that every thing may 
be the lubjeiS of one,. Satyr, Panegy- 
rick. Love, Complaint, or Plealant Tale, 
all fit well in an Ebtgram j alLliib- 
jcds have been ufed^ and all authors 
Bave drawn their fuccels from their man- 
ner of treating them, rather than from-. 
Aeir choice of themes. 

The length is another litigated point: 
the ancients have ftretched it pretty 
&,r y and yet Boilea^v fays perem- 
ptorily,. 

Z' Efigramme flui Itbre^ . en fin tmr flm - 

borne ^ 
UTeJlfiuvenf qu'une Hn mt de deux Rimes 

ornli 

The 
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The laft liiie of thefe is very ill 
i tranflated by Sir William Soames, 
' wliOj talking of £p i g jl a m s, fays^ 



*jts (me good fentence in a dijlidhtlos'd. 

The words ion mot mean no liich 
thing as a good fentence ^ they are the 
terms in ufe Sat a thing wittily or finart- 
ly iidd J or, as we commonly exprefi it 
in converfation, a good thing. So much 
may explain Boileau's notion, as 
wcU of the length, as of the turn of 

EpiGHAM. 

• - * • 

But, indeed, if the . firft rule l>fe 
preferved of aiming at but one thought, 
the Epigram muft be good, to what- 
ever length it is carry'd : this I fay 
upon a prefumption that no good wri- 
ter will ufe more words than are ne** 

•ccflary 
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ceflary to introduce and exprefi the 
cbncdt he drivel at .; and upon this 
^Eboting il&ff/W defends himfelf agaihff a 
cavilleif, who had lipbrnided him A^itii 
the length of fbme of his £ p i g n a jii ^ i 

Ncn fiimlonga qutbin nil iemere fofjis 5 
SJi, mColconi, dijtkbalonga ^fa^is. 

r % 

WHkSh is /happdiy enough EngUih'd by 
uSir Chakles Sed^ley, thus^ 

Sutf Cofcus, e^€fi thy Difttchs tedioiit afe. 

%V^HEN the length M^&Bj^a; of an 
BpiGBiAM arc fixM, it is proper' to 
enquire what kind of Point is fitteft : 
we have already observed, that a gay 
conceit, or a good fentCffte W3l fitaie- 
timfes firve &f potato ^ btrt wtat' elfe 

will? 
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will ? nothing £o properly as what can 
be truly cali'd Wit 5 no Jingle of words^ 
Pon^ Quibble, Conundrum, Mix'd Wit^ 
.or FaMc Wit, ou^t ever to Be ufed^ 
'dio* they have all very often appeared 
in this kind of Poetry 3 which made 
Mr. Addison, when he defcribes True 
Wit marching his troops m battle ar- 
ray againft Fdfe Wit, take notice that 
£piGJLAM was placed in dierear^ not 
& much tm account o¥ its inferiority 
ito Tragedy, Comedy^ ^ the other ipe- 
det of poetry, which composed rfie ar- 
my, as' thro* the prudence of the ge- 
neral , who had a very juft fuipicion 
^diat it was inclinable to revok to die 
enea^ 

BsfiDis^ taking care to avoid all 
«die £iults 2drea4y mention'd, there is 
anodmr inconvenience, which modem 
EjpiGHAM is very li&le to; that is^ 
urbtti aa audbor &Us In love with bre- 

vitjf 
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■ ' . • ' * ' «. ■ * 

vity to fuch a degree, as to negleSfc 
explaining what he writes upon. It is 
a very idle thii)g to have three lines dT. 
a Title to an Epigram of two ver? 
^y as in the £:>llowing example^ 

'^he lofty arch his high anihition Jhoix^ 
'^be fiream* an emblem of his hunty flms. " 



In", order to undeiftandthis, we arc 
^o be told, that the founder was cove- 
tous and ambitious, and that he built an 
-arch almoft as big as the RialtOy over 
a ftream no wider than a city gutter. 
1 grant, if all this had been redu- 
ced into two lines of metre, and fixM 
to the verles . above cited, diey would 
have made an excellent E p i g r- a m ; 
but as they ftand, are only excvfable 
by the author's faying, that he did 
not intend to have them read about on 

Paper, 
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Paper, but to be fix'd for ever as- an^ 

i'lifcription on the bridge. 

To thele Abort hints, concerning mo- 
dern Epigram, the reader will give 
me leave to add, . in the lame fuccindt 
manner, ibme obfer vations , , which the 
learned have. made on the Greek and 
Latin Epigrammatists. We have 
extant a collection of Gr^eek Epigram vS. 
by feveral poets, under the name of- 
Anthologia^ thefe are, fbr the moft 
part, a fet of fine thoughts, but of 
luch a kind as neither create: mirth or 
lurprize ^ they are only capable of gi- 
ving pleafure to very delicate taftes, by 
a natural and elegant expreffion ^ now 
and then a pleafing hyperbole, or an 
ingenious antithefis may be found in them, 
which is the, moft they can ever pre- 
tend to.: we are not to feek for point 
In them 3 good'fenie, and pure language, 
Ibmewhat rais'd above ordinary convert 

a • ' iation,. 
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fation, are aH that are neceflary to oon- 
ftitnte a Greek Epigram. But the 
moderns will not allow thefe any Ihare 
of pcrfeftion ^ the French wits call any 
Infipid copy of verfes, Epigramme d la 
Grccque ; nay, and nothing is (6 com- 
mon among them, as when they think 
their fbup unlavory, or ill tailed, to 
call it, in contempt of the Anthologia, 
Totage a la Grecqu$. 

Among the Romans^ Catullus 
imitated the Greeks^ in the manner we 
have been Ipeaking of, and, like them,, 
has got into the favour of feveral good 
criticks y R a p i n, particularly, prailes^^ 
him for his delicacy and fimplicity 3 
tho* it muft not be denied that this 
delicacy often fbrfakes him ^ that his 
verles are often clog*d with intolerable 
groffnefles ^ his thoughts are in fbme 
places (hocking i when he addreflfes his 
miftrefsj his j;allai\ories are fbmetimes 

larded. 
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larded with tndeqencie^, v«ry lemota 
from fimplicity or politenefi: all thi^ 
he has the courage to avow, and ex- 
cixfb himfelf in the£>Il6wing veriest which^ 
finr the feafbns mentioned, will make no 
%iire in a tranilationi 

^—^Cajlum ejje iecetfium Toetam 
Iffum^ verjiculos nihil neceffe ejl : 
^i turn denkpie babent faleWy acleforem^ 
S fint molliculi, aefammfudicly 
Ety tpi^fmriaty indtarB foffiiU 

Martial was of a charaftcr ve- 
ry oppofite to Catullus; whrth he 
elten imitates in his ob£:eiHties : he en-r 
deavour'd, as &r as he could, to make 
his Epigrams conclude with point 
and turn; he was not always fb hapr 
py as to light upon a juft thought ; 
and the defire he had of being * wit- 

a z t}'. 
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ty, very often threw him into Affe- 
diatioa 

• W E have no body of any rank, fince 
Martial. Ausonius makes no 
figure : but among the moderns, our 
countryman Owen is the moft volu- 
minous i he has a few good. Ebigrams, 
but {6 loft in an incredible number of 
puerile trite thoughts, that they are not 
worth the labour of learching for : and 
indeed there are but few who have 
written many Epigrams, which will 
anfwer the* poet's defcription, and' which, 
without more words, I will lay down 
as a touch-ftone for this kind of poe- 
try, and declare every Epigram good 
which has this efifedt upon~ a good un« 
derftanding ^ 



iflc w dees the little Epigram delight^ 
Jlvi charm us mth its mini attire of wit : 

While 
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While tedims MtlSm give tie reader faitty 

Weary his thoughts^ and make him toil in vainy 

When in lefs volumes we mcrefleajurefiidy 

Jnd'BObat diverts^, ft Hi beft informs the mind: 

Ya L D £ n. 

As to the following CoLtEcxioNy 
I have reafbn to believe it will gene- 
tally pleafe, it being the firfl miicella-^ 
ny of Epigrams that has appeared 
in EngUjh ; tho' one would think the 
fcveral Collections ih'Gre&kj La^ 
tm^ and French^ niight, by their ex- 
ample, have diredted us to fuch a me- 
thod long ago. They are, for the moft 
part, carefully colleded^ and confift of 
fo great a number,, as no one ima- 
gined could be found, in our language, 
fit to be republifh'd : it was, perhaps, 
that thought which gave admiffion to 
fome few which a fevere criticjc might 
reje(Sk3 tho* the Collector avows, 

that 
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that in regard few thii^s are more un- 
fettled than the critlcifin of an Epigram ; 
that every body will rather judge of 
it by the manner in which it ftrikes him, 
than by the rules which criticks lay 
down ; and that there are great variety 
of taftes and underftandings, whofe teft 
tins book IS to pais; hejb^ chbioi ta 
ffing in Ibme ttdiigs whicn may pleafe 
every (lalate, tho* he hopes that much 
the greater part is adapted to give pkar 
icire to the tnoft judicioui 

T H E Y are choiea from the beft per- 
fermances of our beft poets j printed aci- 
cnrately 5 and where-ever, by many im- 
preiEons, die reading has been corrup- 
ted, no pains have been Ipared to re-* 
ftorc it. There are fhort notes at the 
bottom of feveral pages, which we are 
fure will be ufeful, and we hope en- 
tertaining. In line, there are a great • 
number of verfcs that have the charms 

of 



^ Tbe Pkeface, sxiii 
novelty to rec<Mnmend them; and 
;ral others which have not got into 
mifcellanies, at leaft not into fuch 
are much known, and which would 
loft to the world if they were not 
s prelerv'd : for all thefc reafbns, the 
ttdeller hopes this Volume will meet 
ivourable 'reception J returns his thanks 
luch as have contributed to itj and 
:s the continuance of their contribu- 
is^ in order to compleat a Seoond> 
xh, by what have been fent that could 
come into this, is pretty well help-d 
jvard. 
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I. 

Prometheus iU painted. 

O W wretched does Pr»metfitiu' fttte 

™ Whilft he his fccond mis'iy fuffers 
herel. 

Draw him no more, lell, ashe tomir'dftands. 
He bkme great Jtve's, lels than the painter's hands. 
It would the vultrure's cruelty out-gOj 
If once again bis liver thus ihould grow. 
Pity hint, Jme, and his bold theft allow ; 
Thcflunes be once ible from thee,gnii^1u£a.iu3'«^ 

a a. 
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IL 



On a Lady who pretended to tell 

FoHunes. 

COME oracles of old, to caufe more wonder, 
^ Were then pronounc'd accompany'd with 
thunder : . 

But thy prediftions-Krome not in a ftorm. 
They are delivered by the brighteft form : 
"If, when you fpeak, Jove does not pierce the sky, 
Yet ftill you've all his Lightning in your eye. 



III. 



»■ 



A NCIENT PhyUt-s has young graces ; 
^^ 'Tis a ftrange thing, but a true one: 

Sh^l I tel] you how ? 
She herfelf makes her own faces ; 
And each morning wears a new one : 
Whereas the. wonder now ? 



I 



IV. 



A CoHectm of Epigrams. 




IV. 
The Rapture. 

/^RY'd Strefhdny partting in CofrheUa^ armsr, 
I die, bright nymph, I die aniidft yoitf 
charms ! 

Chear tip, dear youth, reply'd the maid, 
Diffolv'd in am'rous pain, 

All men muft Die (bright boy, you know) 
E'er they can Rife again. 



V. 

Venus mifiaken. .. 

TTTh E N Cloe\ pifture was to i^<rw«x fliown ; 

Surpriz'd, the goddefs took it for her own ; 
And what, faid flie, does this bold painter mean ? 
When was I bathing thus, and naked fecn ? 
Pleas'dCa;p;Vbeard,and checked his mother's pride : 
And who's blind now, niamnia ? ttie urchin cry 'd. 
'Tis does eye, aftd cheek, and Hp, and breaft : ' 
Irieni H«)^ir/s genius fancy *d all the xt&. 



Ji% y\ 
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Vi. 

Spoken by Venus, on feeing Toer Statm 
done by Praxyteles. 

ANCHIStSy Parts, 9aid Monis to6^ 
<Have feen me naked, and exposM to view ; 
All thefe I frankly own, without denying : 
But where has tbis^ Praxyteles been prying ? 

VII. 

^ttTHEN Pfyliis conftfsM her, the father was rafli j 
^ ' And fo, without further reflcfltion, 
Her delicate skin he condemned to the lafli, 

While himftlf Would beftow the correftion. 
Her husband, who heard this,Qppos'd it by urging, 

That he, in regard to her weaknefs, 
And to lave her foft back, would hlmfelif bear the 
fcourging, 
With humble fubmiflion an^ meeknefs. 
She pioufly cry'd, when the prieft gave accord, 

To fliew what devotion was in her, 
He's able and lufty^ pray cheat not the Lord> 
JFor, ahf ! Vm a Y^Y &tea(iiimer. 



A^CoUediion ^/ Epigrams^. 



"BlJ'iss for the court-fervlce is quickly prepar*d^ 

And thinks it no burthen upon her. 
Unmindful that there no task is fo hard, 
As that of a Mmd of Honour. 



■*^*^^^*« 



TTbr Y nicely thou lay'ft on thy colours, dear Wwi^. 

And no painter in skill can o'ertop ye ; - 
When to £//// you fat, he dully bruih'd on^^ 
Till be thought he had an Original drawn,. 
Which you prov'd to bfr only a Gopy^ 



Oe v'N' times a day the juft men fin ; 
^ So fpeaks the fage, our hearts to foften : 
Well, the juft Women, they &11 in ? 
Ay, but no iage can tell how often. 

B 3 ^Ok 
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XI. 



On tb(, J^ad/ SandwichV being Jiaid^ 
in Town by immoderate Rain. 

'TpBE charming Sandmch would from cities fly, 

- While at her feet adoring princes lie ; 
And all her nobler conquefts would forego, 
Lefs glorious {laves and p^aiants to fubdue ; 
Thus conquering monafchs who have kingdoms 

won, 
"^1^^ all their nejghb*xlng Hates witharms a^er-run^ 
For want of worl, their armies to employ, 
Remote and favage provinces deftroy : 
But heav'n in pity weeps, while we complain ; 
Or elfe, our tears, exhal'd, drop down in rain. 
The darken^ Ain does fcarce thro' clouds' appear^ 
And tempefts rage, to keep our wilhes here : 
The floods free palFage to her fcorn deny. 
And nature difobeys her cruelty. 
But could the waves rife equa^l to our flame, 
We'd drown the world, to flop the flying dame. 



XII. 
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XIL 
An Epitaph, 

TTnDERNEATH this ftone doth lie 
As much Beauty as could die ; 
Which lA life did harbour give 
To more Virtue than doth live. 



XIIL 

in^HEN Lupus has wrought hard all 3xfk 

And the declining fun. 
By ftooping to embrace the fea. 

Tells him the day's nigh done j 
Then to his young wife home he hies. 

With his fore labour fped ; 
Who bids him welcome home, and cries. 

Pray, husband , come to bed. 
Thanks, wife, quoth he ; but I werebleft,. 

Would'ft thou once call me to my Reft. 



B4 



XC«.. 



J^ CoUeSiion of Epigrams. 



XIV. 

f m 

To Sir Godfrey Kneller, draw- 
ing the Lady Hid b'x Figure. 

'TpHE Cyprian queen drawn by AfeUts* hand, 
-*• Of perfeft beauty did the pattern ftand ; 
But then bright nymphs fromevery part of Gr^^c^, 
Did all contribute to adorn the-piece ; 
From each a fevVal charm the painter took, 
( For no one mortal fo divine could look : X 
But, happier Kneller^ fate prefents to you, 
In one, that £[niih*d beauty which he drew. 
But oh ! take heed, for vaft is the defign, 
And madnefs ^twere for any hand but thine : 
For mocking thunder bold Salmweus dies ; 
And 'tis as rafh to imitate her Eyes, 






XV. 

T>UT ancient poets thou admirefl: none. 

And only praifeft them are dead and gone j- 
I Beg your pardon, good Vacerra, I 
Can't on fuch terms find in my heart to die. 

XVL 



A CoUedim of Epigrams. 




XVI. 

'T'hy eyes and el'e-brows I could fpare ^, 
"^ Nor for thy nofe do I much care ; 
I could difpenfe, too, with thy teeth ; 
And with thy lipj, and with thy breath ; 
And with thy breate, and with thy belly, 
And iw^lth that which I won't tell ye ; 
And, to be fhort — • hark, in thy ear^ 
Faith I could fpare thee All, my dear* 



XVIL 

'T^HOU ftrut'ft as if thou wert the only Lortf ;. 
■■• When we all know of fuch there is an hottfe, 
Whejc I might fit, could I the price afford, 
' And Ckildi has now three earldoms out at ufe. 

High expe&ation does attend good feed. 
Yet none will buy a known jade for his breed :. 

Boaft not too^ much } thy boafted pedigree. 
Were they alive, they'd be aftiam'd of thee. 



A CoUeSim of U^^i&mt. 




%^, 



XXTII. 

On the fame Occafion. Wr'tiUn extcixh 
pore by the Lady M. W. M. 

TJail, happy bnde! for thou art truly bleft, 
Three.months of rapture crpwn'd wlth.emL- 
Ifefi reft; 
Merit like yours was heav'h^s peculiar care^ 
You lov'd — — yet rafted happinefs fincere* . 
To you^the Cnreets of love were only fliown,-, - 
The fuce fucce^dlsg bitter*.dregs unknown : 
You had not yet the fatal change deplorM, 
The tender lover for th' imperious lord ; 
Nor felt the pains that jealous fondnefs brings, . 
Nor wept the coldnefs from polTeflion fprings : 
Above your fex diftingmfh'd in your fate ; 
You trufted — yet experienc'd no deceit. 
Soft were your hours, and wing'd with pleafure 
No vain.repcntance gave a jSgh to you.; , (flew.| 
And if ftiperior blifs heaven cm beftow, - 
With fellow-angels you enjoy it now, - 




XXIV» 



A ColWim of Epigrams. 



mimM^^-JM 



ms^ 




XXIV- 
Occa/krid by the foregoing. 

^HOVall the world knows 

The fete of poor B , 

Yet writers about it do vary ; 

Some folks make a fece. 

And pity her cife ; 
'Tis the Envy of good kdy Af/oy. 

She fays, /he don*t know 

How heav'n can beftow 
Any joy like the death of that bride 5 

Whence (bme people fay, 

Could ihe chufe her own way, 
^*er now fee had certainly dy'd* 

But here'« the miftake. 

If her mind'ftie iwould fpeak, 

The meaning appears very plain; 
She would ever be trying, 
But to B leave the dying ; 

»H«r choice is to Livein the pain. 



XX?5. 



r 



I 

A CoUeSHofi cf Eplgranis. 




TTain ire the charms of white tnA red, 

Which divide the blooming fair; 
Give me the nymph whole fnow is fpread, 
Not o'er her fkce, 6ut hair. 

OF fmoother cheeks the winning grace, 

As open forces, I defy ; 

But in the wrinkles of h€t face, 
Cufid does in ambuih lie. 

If naked eyes fet hearts on blaze, 

And amVoiis warmth infpire ; 
Thro' glafs who darts her pointed riays. 

Lights up a fiercer fiird. 

, " t 

Nor rivals, nor the train of years, 
Difturb my peace, or blils deftroys ; 

Alive, Ihe gives no jealous fears, 
And Dead, flie crowns my joys. 





^Y^a, 



J CoUeSfim of digrams. 




XXVL 
Efitaph ufon a Country Sexton. 

17 ERE lies old Sare^ worn out with care, 
•"• Who whUome tdll'd the bcU ; 
Could dig a grave, or fet a flaye^ 
And iky amen full welii 

For facred fong, he'd Hefkint* tongue, 

And Sternhold^s- eke alfo : . . 
With cough and hem, he ftood by thein^. 

As far 's his wordwoa'dgo* 

The worms have loft their good old hoft, 
Who them full often fed ; • 

For he is gone, with skin and bone. 
To ftarve 'em now he's dead. 

Here, take his fpade, and ufe his trade. 
Since he is out of breath ;, 

Cover the bones of him, who once 
Wrought jojorney-woik with4eath. . . , 



♦ , 






A CoUeSim of Epigrams. 



xxvn. 

the Old Gentry. 

T^HAT all from Adam firft begtm, 
•■• Sure none (but W — ) doubts ; 
And that his fon, and his fon's fon 
Were ploughmen, clowns, and louts* 

Here lies the oiily difference now*; 

Some ihot off late, fomefoon; 
Your fires i'th' Morning left their plough, 

And our^s i'th' Afternoon. 



XXVIII. 

upon a Company ofbad^ancers to good 

^ luRci 




OOw IB the motion with themufick fuits ! 
^^ So Orfim fiddled, andfo danc'd the brutes. 



XXIX. 



m 



A' CoUeSiim of Epigrams. 
XXIX. 

TTerB Cht lies, 

Whofe once bright eyes 
Set all tli^ world on fire : 

And not to be 

Ungratefiil, flie 
Did all the world admire.- 



XXX. 

Written in the Etaves of a Fan, b/. 
Dr. Atterbury, late Bijhop of 
Rochester. 

T^LAVIA the leaft and fllghteft toy 
^ Can with reiiftlefs art employ ; 
This &n in meaner hands would prove 
An engine of finall force in love ; 
Yet {be, with graceful air and mien^ 
Not to be told, or (afely (ben, 
DireQs its wanton motion fo> 
That it wounds more than Cu^i% botr^ 
Gives Coolnefs to the- matchlefs dame. 
To every other breaft a Flame. 



A QoUt^ion. of Epigwnij, 




XXXI. 

m 

Epitaph on Dundee, 

/^ Laft and beft of S:Coi5l who. djdft maintain^ 
^^ Thy country's freedom from a fqrctgn reign ;. 
New people fill the land, now thou art gone, 
New Gods the temples,and new Kings the throne;^ 
Sc9tland and thou did in each other live. 
Thou wouldft Jiot her, nor could flie thee furvlvej.. 
Farewel, who living didfl: fupport the ftate, 
And couldft not fall but with thy country's fate.. 



XXXIL 

On the Fr I N c e's appearjj^ at the Firt 

in Spring-Garden'. 

'TThy guardiaq, h\^ Britanma;, fcorns to fleep. 
"* When th^ fad fubjefij^of his father weep '; 
Weak princes, by their fears^ increafediftrefs j. 
He faces danger, and fo makes it lefs. 
Tyrants on bjjtzlng towns pay fmile with joy j^. 
He knows to faw%^ greater tba^ defiroj. 

XXXUL 



f 

1 



A CoJJelfiim' of Fpigramt. 



XXXIII. 
In a Ladfs Prayer-Book. 

TI^HiLST you arc deaf to love, you may,. 
Faireft Califls^ weep and pray,. 

And yet,, alas ! no mercy find : 
Not but God^s merciftiJ, 'tis true ;. 
But can you think he'll grant to yoUj. 

Whax you deny to all mankind ? 



XXXIV. 

'ITTHEN //r^^/firft provok'd the living Lord, 
^^ He fcourg'd their fin with famine, plague^ 
and Iword ; 
Still they rebelled ; the God in's wrath did fling. 
No thunderbolt amongflr'them, but a King. : 
A James Aikc king was lieaven'sfevereltrod, 
The utmoft vengeance of an angry God. 
God in his wrath fent Saul to punlfli y^wi^i 
And James to EjigJandin a. greater fiiry : 
Far Saulin fin was no more like our james^^ 
Than little Jordan q^lxx^ compare to Ihames^ 



4k 



A CoUe6twn of Epigrams. 




XXXV. 
M Y R A m her Riding Habit. 

TIThen My^ra in her fex^s garb we fee, 
^ ^ The Queen of Beauty then fhe feems to be ; 
Now, fair Adonis ^ In this male-dligulfey 
Or Cufid^ killing with his mother^s eyes : . 
Noftlle of empire^s changed by this remove, 
Who feemM the Goddefs, feems the God of Love, 



xxxvr. 

To the T)utchefs ^Beaufort. 

/HiFF-spRiNG of a tuneful fire, 
^^ Bleft with more than mortal fire ; 
Likenefs of a mother^s face, 
Bleft with more than mortal grace. 
You with double charms furprize, 
With His wit, and with Her eyes; 

XXXVIL 



ACoUed^m of Epigrams. 

XXXVIL 
A Whitechapel Epitaph. 

TJeRB lies honeft 5/f/>J&<», with Af^iry his bride^ 
^^ Who merrily liv'd, and cheerfully dy'd; 
They laugh'd and they lo vM, and drank while they 

were able, 
But now they are forc'd to knock under the table. 
This marble, which formerly ferv'd them to 

drink on, 
Mow covers their bodies ; a fad thing to think on, 
That do what one can to moiften our clay, 
TwiU one day be a&es, and moulder away. 



XXXVIII. 
Eptaph on a talkative old M^id^r 

BENEATH this filent ftone is laid 
A noify antiquated maid, 
Who from her cradle talk'd till deatb^ 
And ne^er before was out of breath. 
Whither fhe's gone we cannot tell ; 
For, if fhe talks not, fhe^s in Hell : 
If file's in Heav'n, flie's there unbleft ; 
BMkvfe flie hMits. a place of reft. 



A CoUedtion of Epigrams* 

\ 



xxxuc 

T OWE, lays Aftf//«/^ much to Colon's care ; 
^ Once only feen, he chofe me for his Heir : 
True^Mer/w, hence your fortunes take their rife 
His Heir yoB wece not, had he feen you Twice; 



XL. 

Qn the ^eath of the laPe Earl a 
MountCassel, who dyed in hi 
Tenth Tear. 



J^HILDRJEN are fnatch'daway fometimes 

By death, to punifh parents crimes. 
Thy mother^s merit was fo great, 
Heav'n haften'd thy untimely^&tc^ 
To make her charafter cQmp}eati 
Tho' many virtues filled her breaft;- 
^Twasrefignation.crown'd th&reih. 
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ISM 



A C^Sfim ef E^grams; 




XLL 

S EL IN DA fure's tfce brighteft. thing, 
Tliat decks ouf.e^tky or breathes- our alf;. 
Mild are her looks lH^eDgeningfprlng, 
And like the blpqiiiing fummer {^p 

But yet her vi^t*s fo very fpiall^ 

That all her charms appear to lie> 
Like glarlng^colours on a wall, 

Ai>d ftfike no* further than the eye. 

Our eyes luxurioufly fiie treats, 
Our ears are abfent from the feaft : 

One fenfe is furfcited with fweets^ 
StarvM or difgufted are the reft.. 

• ■ • 

So have I feen, with afpeft bright, 

And tawdry pride, a tulip iwell; 
Blooming and beauteous to the fight,. 

Dull and infipid to tBe fmell. 



TKLW* 



A CoUeHim of Epj^ams.^ 




XLIL 

CL O £ her gofiips entertdns 
With fiories of her child-bed pains^^ 
And fiercely againft Hymtn rails ; 
But Hymens not fo much to blame t 

She knows, unlefs her Memory fails. 
Before Ihe wed, flie*d much the iame.! 



XLIIL 

"ITThen LeshU firft I iaw fo heav'nly fair, 
^ ' With eyes fa bright, and with that awful air, 
I thought my heart, which durfl fo high afpire, 
As bold as his, who fhatch*d coeleflial fire : 
But foon as e^er the beauteous idiot fpoke, 
Forth from her coral lips fuch folly broke, 
Like balm the trickling nonfenfe healM my wound, 
And what her£/f/ enthralled, her Twgtu unbound* 



K. 



aiv. 



A CoUe5iion of Epigrams. 




XLIV- 

'T'O J9hn I.xrwM great obligation, 

" "Biit ?«*», unhappily,, thought £c 
To publiih it^ to all the nation ; ' ' 
Sure- J$hn and I are mol^e than quit. 



- XLV. 

TTTOMEN to cardsmay be compar'd : we play 
•^ A round or two ; when usM, we throw away. 
Take a frefli pack ; nor is it worth our grieving, 
Who cuts or ihuffles with our dirty leaving. 



' i.i i ■■ 
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XLVI. 



o 



r all the pens which my poor rhymes moleft, 
Cotins is {harpeft, and fucceeds the beft. 
Others outragious fcold, and rail downright, 
With-hejuriy wuicotfr, and true chriftian fpight r 
But he areaidiiM' j^ethod does dedgn, 
Writes fcoundrel vcrfes,and then fays they're mine. 



D 



y\N\\. 



A CoUeSfum of Epigrams. 



>^»(^. 



G 



xLvnJ 

,0, &id old Lycty fenfelefs lover, go, 
And^ith foft verfes court the fsXr ; btit kno\ 
With all thy verfes, thousand; get no more 
Than fools, without one verfe, have hi^d before 
EnragM a^: this, upon the bawd I flew ; 
An&that which mofienrag'd me, was, ^twas tru 



XLVIIL 

T £AV£ off thy paint, perfumes, and youthfi 

drels, 
And nature's failing honeftly confefs ; 
'Double we iee thofe faults which art would mend 
Plain downright uglinefs would lefs o£%nd. 



XLIX. 

'Dright as the day, and as tl|e morning fair, 
^ Such c/0< is— —and common as the ak. 



A CoUeStim of Epigrams.^ 

L. 

On Enjoyment. 

TThb Thund'rer, who, without tbefemale bed, 
Could goddefles bring forth from his own head, 
Chofe rather mortals This way to create ; 
So much h'efteemM his pleafure 'bove his Hate. 



u 

rE golden hair that GmIU wearir. 
Is her's : who wouM have thought it ? 
She fwears *tis her's — and true flie fwears ; 
For I know where flie bought it. 



LIL 

On a Gentleman who died the Day after 

his Lady. 

Ohs firft departed ; he for one day try*d • 

P To live without her ; likM it not, and dyM. 



A CoUeSiion of Epigrams, 



ism 




^:>^mirm 



ua. 

Fancy^ 

T. O VE is by fiincy led About, : • ~ 

^^ From feuDpe to fear, from joy .to dpubt^: 

Whom we now argoddefs caJlr • ? 
Divinely graced in eycry feature, » . : 
Straight^s a deform'd, a perjur*d creature : 

Lore and hate are fimcy^ alf. * 

'Ti$ but as fancy iball-prefent 
Obje£ls of |rief, or of content, . 

T^at theWfer's ble^, brdfes : ; ' ' 
Vifions of mi^bty pafns, or pleafure/ 
Imaging want, imagin'd ^treafure, ' 

All in powerful fency lies. 



■-^1 



-r* 



T^HOU'rt loft to touch, charming to hear ; un- 
•■• fecn 

Thou'rt both \ but neither^; tal^e^w^y Ui^-fqreen. 

U LV. 



A ColleSiian of Epigrams^ 




s 



LV. 



^HAT Macvis looks are good, let no man JouBr^ 
Which I» his friend and fervant^thus make ouu 
On his dark forehead a falfe friend is wrijt ; • ! 
Let none condemn the light that fliews a pit. 
ChUs "whofe face, iinds credit for his heart. 
Who can-efcape fe^ fmooth-a villaiA's art? — - * 
AdornM with every grace that can per{uade» 
Seeing we truft ; and, trufting, are betray'd: 
His looks are fnares : but Mirrro*^ cry, Beware; 
Believe not,^ tbo'. ten thouland oaths hafwear. 
If thou*rt deceived, obferving well this rule, 
li^otiiwb^istheltom, buttfioudltef^^ '^"'^\ 



In Ithts ^ point he and his look$ iigtee^ ^ ' 
As they betray their mafter, fo did he< 



I 

LVI. 

A CharaSier. . , » i 

COMETIMES to fenfe, fometimes to nonfenfir 
leaJning *, ' *i .«,... / 

But always blundring round about his meaning. 

D3 \:^VL. 



A ColleSiim of Epigrams. 



isx&esiiiss^^ 



LVII- 

PAVLA^ tboa fain would'ft marry me. 
Now thott art old and tough \ 
I cannot : yet Fd venture thee, 
Wert thou but old enough. 



LVIIL 
A Cwte for Poe tr t. . 

* • ■ r 

C[EVIN wealthy towns contend for HOMSK itMi^ 
^ Thro' which the U'oing rioHfiR beg*d his bread. 



LIX. 
On a Statue of Niobe. 

At<o ftone, the Gods have chang'd her — but 
"■• in vain ; 

7ke Sculptor'* art g«Ye her to breathe again. 

LX. 



A CoBeBion of Epigrams. 



LX. 

T HATB, and yet I love thee too ; 

How can that be ? I know not how f 
Only that fo it is I know, 
And feel with torment that 'tis fo. 



LXI. 
A fable imd Moral, to K. William III. 

Tn JEf9p^s talef an honeft wretch we find, 
"^ Whofe years and comforts equaDy declined ; 
He in two wives had two doitieftfekilt^^ " 
They different ages had, and different wills ; 
One pluck'd his black bairs out, and one his grey % 
The man, for quiet fake, did both obey. 
Till aH the pariib faw his head quite bare. 
And thought he wanted brains, as well as hair. 

The parties, hen-peck'd monarch, are thy wiver • 
The hairs they pluck, are thy prerogatives ; 
Tories thy perfon hate, the Whigs^ thy power ; 
Too much thou yieldeft ; ftill they tug for more \ 
Till this poor man and thou alike are {hown, 
He without bairs, and thou without a crown. 

P4 \XSV. 
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A CoUeUion of Epigrams. 

LXIL 

On the Marriage of an old Maidl 

j^LOEf a coquet in her prime, 
^ The vaineft fickleft thin^ alive j 
Behold the ftrange efFefts of time I 
Marries^ and doats at forty-five. 

Thus weather-cocks, who for a while 
Have turn'd about wlth'cvery blafl:^ 

Grown old, and deftltute of oil, 
Ruft to a point, aiMi fix at laft. . ; 

^ ■ ' ' ' ■ T -^ : ■ ,.■ 

LXIII. - 

Martial, Li^. I. EpJg. jS. 

• * * 

J\ICKy would you know, if I fliouldlchange ixi'^ 

-^ life, 

What kind of girl I'd chufe to make my wife j 

I would not have her be fo fond to fay, 

Yes, at firft dafti 5 nor dwell too long on nay : 

Thefe two extremes I hate ; then let her be 

'Twij^t both i nor too hard-hearted, nor too free. 



A CoUeSlim of Epigrams. 




LXIV. 

On the Buffer of St. JohnV- College, 
OxoN, cutting doi^n a fine Row of 
Tr(6s. . 

jNDtJLGENT riatui^ td each kind bcftows 
*^ A'ftcret inftfiUft to difcerh its fofei : ' 
The goofe, a lilly bird, avoids the fox ; 
Lambs fly from wolves^and failors fteer from rocks^ 
A rogue the gallows, as his fate, forefees, 
And bears the like antipathy to Trees. 

.• ■ V ♦•,.... .... 
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LXV. 

Tranjlated from an Infer ipt ion on a 
Medai of hi^ is Xiy. 

CecOnd to 7#w alone, ia whom tmitc 

Unbounded virtue, with unbounded might ; 
Whether to fiiccour innocents oppreft, 
Or quell thofe^onfters which the world infeft : 
In vain the Titans againft heav'a combine, ■ 
In vain th' imbattell'd fquadrons paf^the 
Theirs Is the Eagle, but the Thunder 



bine, ■ j 
the Rhine, > 
thvwe. ^ 



A CoUe^im of Epigrams* 




.^o^^. 



LXVL 
On the T>eath of §lueen Mary. 

^T^hTe queen deceas'd lb pleas'd, the king fo griev'd 
■^ As if the hero dy'd, the woiaan liv^d ; 
Alas ! we err^d i*tb* choice of our commanders. 
He ihould haye knotted, and flie gone to Fltmdm 



LXVIL 

•- -— . >■ * 

On a Monument intended to be ereUe, 

for Mr. Rows, by his Widow \ writ 

ten before Mr. Dryden V was fet up. 

^HY reliques, Rtwe^ tothisfairflirincwetrufl 
^ And, facred, place by Dfjden% aweful duft. 
Beneath a rude and namelefs ftone he lies, 



• • 



To which thy tomb ihall guide in 
Peace to thy gentle fliade and endlefs reft, 
Bleft in thy genius, in thy love too bleft ; 
One grateful woman, to thy fiime, fnpply^d. 
What a whole thankleis land to his deny*d. 



Lxvii: 



A ColkSim of Epigramsi 
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LXVIIl 



T>AKER and poet fwell thy glorious name, 

The firft thy living gets ; the laft, thy fime : 
But If thy bread be, as thy verfes, light, ^ 

Our good lord mayor thy genius fhall requite, > 
And on the baker, do the poet r]gh^ iJ 



LXIX. 

TIbautt is but a fhort-livM flower, 
■*^ Alas! too fubjefi: to decay. 
That bipoms, th* amufement of an houff 
And Iheds its glory with the day. ' 

Whoever ancient PbySh knows, 

WIU find this literally true ; 
Mark on her cheeks the bluihing rofe, 

Short-liv'd, as on the tree it grew. 

Tho* on the beauties of each feature, 
Th' embellilhments of art are laid, 

Yet all her charms, to copy nature. 
Bloom in the morn, at evening fade. 



\X^. 



A CaUeBian of Epigrams. 




n<i^ 



LXX. 
From Martial^ 



TjY a R^v^ww vintner once betrayed, 

■ So miiicli for wine and water mlx'd, I paid ; 
But when I tKotrght the purchased liquor mine/ 
The rafcal fobb'd me off with only wine. 



Co fair, fo young, fo innocent, fofweet,, % 
So ripe a judgment, and fo rare a wit, >. 

Require at leaft an sugt in one to meet. .1 

In her they met; tut long they could not ftay, 1/ 
'Twas gold too fine to fix without allay. - 
Heav'n's image was in her fo well expreft, 
Her very fight upbraided all the reft : 
Too juftly ravifli'd from an age like this, 
Now fhe is gone, the world is of a piece. 



UJLXIL 



A Cojk^ion of Epigrams.' 
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LXXII. 
Upm a V'tHure of tbg Ladj>Hit)E. 

a ' ■ • ■ 1 I 

TI^HEN ftm'd jfpeUts fought to iFram« 
Some image of th' Jdalian dame, 
To furniih graces for the piece, • • 
He fummon'd all the nymphs of Greece ; 
So many mortals were combinM,- • 
To Ihew how one* immortal ikin'd. 
Hadft thou thus fat by proxy too, 
As Venus then turas faid 'to *^db*, • ' 
Venus herfelf^ and all fict* train - 
Of goddefles had' fummon'd been : 
The painter nluft have fearch'd the skies,- 
To match the lyftre of your. eyes. 
Comparing then, whfle thus ^6 View, 
The ancient Venus and the nev)', ' 
In her we many Mor^kls ^fee, ■ ^ '' y 
As many Goddeffcs ill thee. 




J VXXVSL 



A Q>lUdlim of Epigrams. 
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LXXUI. 

T F beaureons Kitty boafts a charm, 

Her piftore boafts the fame ; 
With life the glowing cheeks are warm, 
The fparkling eyes on flame. 

How bold the ftrokes ! how free the air ! 

The colours how laid on I 
We think 'twill leave the canvas bare, 

And walk, and talk, anon. 

So fiar, dear painter, all is well ; 

And could 'ft thou more exprefs, 
However thy art the moft excell. 

Thy piece would pleafe the lefs. 

For he that Kitiy^s pidure makes. 

Makes beauty's felf appear 5 
But, if it fpeaks as Kitty fpeaks, 

'Tis foUy*s felf vre hear. 





LXXIV. 



A CoJteSiiM of Epigrams. 
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LXXIV. 

On the AWance between Spain and 
Germany^ 17I6. 

l^EVfiR before did fate dilpenfe 
■^ A fricndfliip every way fo meet : 
Great Cbarhs's hope is Pbilif% fenft ; 
And Philif"^ truft is Chdrhs^s fleet. 



; ." *■ 



JLXXV. 
Lingua potent tor armis. 

^pHAT fpecch furpaffes force, is no new whim : 
-'' 7#a;<catts*dtlieheav'ns to tremble; 7ir«#him. 






LXXVI. 

f\t two reliefs to eafe a lovefick mind, 
^^ Fl4i^i0 prefcribes defpair : I urge, be Iclod : 
FlgvU^ be kind ; the remedy's as fure ; 
'Tis thctnoft pleaiant, and the quickeft cure. 



A. CQUe£iim. of Bf^nms. 
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LXXVII. 

/niL JRINDj^f with a haughty grace, 
^ In fcornful poftures fets her face, 
And looks as fhe were born alone 
To give, in lov^, and take from none. 

Tho' I adore to that degree, 
CUrinday I would die^for ihee, : 
If you're too proud to eafe my pain, 
I ant- too proud for- your difdain. 
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LXXVIII. 
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TI^H5N,cjULllQok^ J may-defcry • 

^^ A little face peep through that eye : 
Sure that's the boy, who wifely chofe 
His throne among fuch beams as thofe, 
Which,, if his quiverthanee to fall, 
Inky fervcfbr dairts to^JuU withal' . 
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LXXIX. 
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J CoBediion of Epigrams. 




^4 



LXXIX. 
Upon a Cravat 9 flourijh'd by Mrs. 



"ITTHEN hUra oifls around her conqu'ring eyeSj, 
^ ^ A thoufand viftims fall a facrifice ; 
No bounds her charms acknowledge, butherwill j. 
And wherefoe'er fhe darts,, a look can kill. 
Why ihould ihe then new artifices find» . 
T' extend her pow'r, and vanqiiifh human kind ? 
Canno.t: the pointed rays fhot from her eyes. 
Her graceful perfon, and her mien fufEce ? 
But fhe mufl triumph in acquired art. 
And turn her very needle^ to a dart. 



LXXX. 



T OVE is begot by fancy, bred' 
■^ By ignorance, i>y expeftatidufed, 
Deflroy'd by Ttpowledge, and, at bcfl", " 
Loft ill the hibmeilt 'tis pof&ft: 



E tXXXB 
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LXXXI. 
On Milton. 

T^HREE poets, in three diftant ages born^ 
**' Gfuct^ Italjy and England did adorn : 
The firfty in loftinefs of thought farpaft ; 
The next, in majefty ; in both, the lafl:. 
The force of nature could no farther go ; * 
.To make a third, Ihe joined the former two. 



LXXXIL 

To Sylvia, reading St. Bernard^ 

Life. 

^"pwAS well for Bernard^ he was born 
•■' Some ages e'er thy cruel fcorn 

The captive world had ruinM and undone : 
For had keav'n otherwife decreed, 
Th<$ie eyes had ne^er the faint^s life read^. 

But hfi had feea them, and to hell had gone. 



Lxxxin. 



A Colle^m of Epigrams. 
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LXXXIIL 

'VI'an and money a mutual friendflilf^ fhow, 
"^ Man makes falfemoney^money makes man (a. 



LXXXIV. 

t^^NicoLiNi ^»^ ValentiniV 
fir ft coming to the Houfe in tht Hay- 
Market. 

j^MPHION ftrikes the vocal fyrev 
•^ And ready at his call, 
Harmonious brick and ftone confpire 

To raife the Thtban wall. 



In emulation of his praife^ 

Two Latian heroes come, 
A finking theatre to raife. 

And prop Fan% tott'ring dome. 

But how this lad fhould come to pafs^ 
Muit ftill remain unknown, 

Since thefe poor gentlemen, alas ! 
Bring neither Brick, nor Stone* 



A CoUediion of Epigrams. 
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LXXXV. 
'*The contented Whore. 

'T^O charming telia^ arms I flew, 
"- - .Ajid, there all night UEeafted ; _ 
No god fuch tranfport ever knew, 
Nor mortal ever tailed. 

Loft In the fweet tumultuous joy. 

And pleas'd beyond expreQing, 
How can your flave, my fair, faid I, 

Reward fo great a blefling ? 

1 '. . . , 

The whole creation's wealth fyrvey, . 

Thro' both the Indus wander j 
Ask what brib'd fenates give away, 

And fighting monarchs fquander. 

The richeft fpoils of' earth and air. 
The rifled ocean's treafure ; ; 

'Tis all too poor a bribe, by far, 
To purchafe fo much pleafure. 

She blufliing, cry'd — My life, my dear, ., /' 

Since Ctf//i» thus you fancy ; 
Give her — but 'tis too much, I fear, 

A rundlet of right 1^0intcy, 

txxxvi. 
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LXXXVI. 

Ti^ENDAJjCj 'tUfaidthqu'tt fiKhaliar growp^ 
^^•^ That thou'ft renounjp'd ^1 troth ; and 'tis 

well done : . , • 
Lying beft fits our manncirs, and our times ; 
But pr'ythee, Mendax^ do not praife my rhimes^ 



LXXXVIl.^ * 

*TpEN Months after //(»r/«rr/happeriM to vrtiy 
^ And was brought in a laudable manner to bed , 
She warbled her groans with fo charming a voice. 
That one half of the parifli was ftunn'd with the 

noife : ; 

Bat when FhritAel chofe to lye privately in, 
Twelvemonths before fheand hcrfpoufe wereakin> 
She chofe,with fuch prudence^ier pangs to jconceal, 
That her nurfe, nay her midwife, fcarce heard her 

once fqueal. [lives. 

Learn husbands from hence, for the peace of your 
That maids make not'half fuch a tumult as wives. 

* See this fame thought in N/^. XLII, bnt Vetter 
done here; that is a bare tranflation iiom the French 5 the 
p*ct toe has only talccn the hint. 



A CoUeSim of E]^igrain& 
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Lxxxvni. 

A MONG the fair that HtJe^Park Circus grac^> 
""- Canidis feeks adinirers of her face ; 
In vain her airs, in vain her arts fhe tries. 
Among thole beauties that engage all eyes : 
Bright rays, like diamonds, they around *em fling, 
Whilft Ibe is but the Cjfher of the Ring. 



LXXXIX. 
To a Fool going to travef. 

Y^OU lay youll fpend a thoufand pound, 
"*• The world and men to know,. 
And take a tour all Europe round, 
Improving as you go. 

* 
DtSLXjack, in fearch of others fenfe,, 

Difcover not your own ; 
But wifely double the expence. 
That you may pafs unknown.. 
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iTAFH upm a Gentleman and 

his Son. 

[S peacefiil tomb does now contain. 

Father and Ton together laid; 
e living virtues Ihall remain 
len they, and this, are quite decayed. 

man could be, to ripenefi grown, 

1 finiih'd worth could do, or fhun^ 
II was in the father fliown ; 

lat youth could promife^ in the foi]L 

eatb, obdurate, both deftroy'd, 

2 perfect fruit, and opening bud ; 
TeizM thofe Cweets we had enjoy'd„ 
:a robbM us of the coming good.. 




liLCV 
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XCI. 
Written in the blank Leaf of an Ovia 

f\ VI D is the fureft guide, 

You 'can find, to fliew the way 
To any woman, maid, or bride, 
Who Intends to go afiray. 



XCII. 

To Oliver Cromwel: By the 
' famous Mr. Locke. 

A Peaceful fway the great jiuguftus bore, 
-^ 0*er what great Julius gain'd by arms befoMi: 
Julius was all with martial trophies crowned ; 
jiuguftus for his peaceful arts renown'd. : 

Rome calls 'em great, and makes 'em deities ^ ' 
That, for his valour ; This, his policies. 
You, mighty prince, than both are greater far, 
Who rule, in peace, that world you gain'd by war : 
You fure from heav'n a finiflx'd hero fell. 
Who thus alone two pagan gods excell. 

XCIIt 



A CoUeUion of Epigrams. 




XCIII. 
On the Seven Bishops. 

TRUE Englijbrnen^ drink a good health to the 
mitre, 
Let our church ever flourifli, tho' her enemies 

l|)ite her : 
May their cunning and forces no longer prevail. 
And their malice, as well as their arguments, fail ; 
Then remember the Seven, which fupported our 

caufe, 
Asftout as our martyrs^ and as juft as our laws. 



XCIV- 

On a Figure of Mrs. Arabella 
Hunt, ^irawn playing on a Lute^ 
after her Death. 

"ITTeRE there on earth another voice like thine/ 
^^ Another hand fo bleft, with skill divine. 
The late afflifted world fome hopes might have, 

And harmony reuieyc thee from ibe ^wz. 

F ^cq- 



A CoUeUion of Epigrams. 
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xcv. 

Epitaph on Sally Salisbury. 

TJere flat on her back, but unaaive at laft, 
■* Poor SaSy lies under grim death ; 

Thro' the courfe of her vices Ihe gallop'd fo faftj 
No wonder Ihe's now out of breath. 

To the goal of her pleafures fhe drove very hard, 
But was tripp'd up e'er half way fhe ran ; 

And tho* every one fencied her life was a Yard, 
Yet it prov'd to be lefs than a Span. 



XCVI. 
On a crooked Woman. 

Che's bent, like a ninepence, and would haSrc 

been broken, 
Had not nature intended the devil a token. 



is. 



XCVDt. 



M C^Ue^tm df Epigrams* 

XCVII. 
On Lady Sunderland! 

A LL itature*s charms In Suftderlandti^\}t^Ty 

Bright as her eyes, and as her reafon clear f 
Vet ftiU their force, to men not fafely known, 
Seems undifcover*d to herfelf alone. 



XCVIII. 

"VTature, in pity, has dieny'd you Ihape, 

Elfe how fhould mortals Flavias chain efcape ? 
Your radiant afpeft, and your rofy bloom, 
Without this form, would bring a general doom^J 
At once our Ruin, and Relief, we fee ; 
At fight are captives, and at fight are free. 



XCIX. 

t)^ULUS^ the famous quack, renown'd afer, " 
* For killing more than peftilence or war, 
Of late, in orders, is a/curate made, 
And buries people^ — not to change his tt^^^ ^ 

F z "^ 



A CoUeSiion of Epigrams^ 




C. 

y^ Dr. S w II? T : By a Gentleman who 
imitated his Manner and Stile in 
writing. 

'Y'OU who firft taught us in this ifle 

' True humour, drefs'd in beauteous ftlle-, 

'jIfoUo's fubftitute, moft fit 

To raife and cultivate ouf wit. 

In this we have our diiF'rent view, 

You rival him, we copy you ; 

And copy too with great miftake, 

Thofe noble draughts you ofjten make. 

So when the buckler, dropt by fate, 

From heav'n, to lave the Roman ftate j 

Others were made a common crew, 

Xp guard, but not ecHple the true. 

Our whole pretence to pafs for wits, 

1$ that we are your counterfeits. 
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A CbUeBion of Epigrams^ 

CI. 

On Jhme Snow that melted on a Lady's 

Breafl. 

'T'hOse envious flakes came down in hafte, 
"^ To prove her breaft lefs fair : 
Grieving to find themfelves furpaft^ '■ 

DifTolv'd Into a tear. 



CU; 

"VTature's. chief gifts unequally arc cairv'd; 

Shcfiirfeits fome, while many more are ftarv'd? 
Her bread, her wine, her gold, and what before 
Was common good, is now made private ftore ;. 
Nothing that's good we have among us common, 
But alt enjoy the common ill a woman. 







F 3 C«V. 
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Zi^^ Carlisle going to the Country. 

A T once the fun and CarliJIe took their way 

To warm the frozen north, and kindle day y 
The flowers to both their glad creation ow'd, 
Their virtue he, their beauty Ihe bcftowM. 



CIV: • 

U/nm a Ladfy who. findifig her Pocket 
wet^ pretended Jhe had broke her 
Hartjhorn Bottle in it. 

'Ve fons of verfe, tranfmit to fame^ 
•*• How bleft the life of mifs is ; 
When ihe breaks wind, Shuck bears the blame ; 
And Hartihorn, when flie pifTes. * 



* Wc are afraid the humour of this tiim wont be fuflRdent 
to exaife the indecency ; but let our readers confider how diffi- 
cult it is to find e% ery excellence in con^mftion j it is certainly 
^ epij^am according to the ibri^ef^rulcsi 



^ CoUeSiion of Epigrams^, 
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To Z<a^ Mary CHURCHiLt, 

pAiREST and latcft of thy beauteous race, 

•■• Bleft with your parentis wit, and her firft 

blooming face.« 
Born with our liberties in JfiStatn*s reign ; 
Your eyes alone that liberty reftrain. 



# CVI. 

Epitaph an a Gentleman who died 
by taking Cantharides. 

TTBRE old Grubhinol lies, 

•*• "■■ Upon very odd terms ; 

Krft a prey to the jftVx, 

Now a prey to the »$rMs* [ilown, 

fcct thofe who grieve for him not wonder he's 

Por the carcafs muftrot, when the flelh hfljf-bhwn. 

Yet This may be laid in his praife, 

Tho' death, cruel death, from us tore him» 

He died endeavoring to raife 

His friend, wiio was dead lonfe btfox^blta. 

R 4 CWX^ 
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CVII/ • 
On Mrs. Dashwood. 

■pAiR as the blufliing grape flie ftands, 

Tempting the gath'rers ready hands ; 
Bloflbms and fruit in hef together meet, 
As'n^QAs ^ufumn, and, like *^pr/7, fweet.' 



CVUI. ^ 

On a Lady who Jhed her WaUt at feeing 
the Tragedy of Cato. 

WHILST maudlin whlgs deplore their Cntit% 
fate, 
Still with dry eyes the tory CdU fat t 
But, tho' her pride forbad her eyes to flo\r. 
The gufhing waters found a vent below. 
Tho' fecret, yet with copious ftreams Ihe mourns, 
Like twenty river-gods, with all their urns. 
Let others fcrew an hypocritick face. 
She fhews her grief in a fincerer place ! 
Here Nature reigns, and paffion, void of art ; 
por thi« road leads direftly to the heart. 



A CoUeSiion of Epijgrams; 




CIX. 
drinking Lady BridgewaterV Health. 

/Ill health to her, In whofebrfght form we find 
■"• Excefs of charms, with native meeknefs join'd ; 
Whofe tender beauty, fafe in virtue's care, 
Springs from a race fo fruitful of the fair, 
Tliat al! antiquity can boaft no more ; • 
Per Fenus and the Graces w^re but ^|pr. 



ex. 

f\v injur' d fame, and mighty wrongs received ; 

^^ doe complains, and wondroufly's aggriev'd : 

That free and lavilh of a beauteous face, 

The faircft and the fouleft of her race, 

She's mine, or thine, and ftraling up and down, 

Sucks in more filth than any fink in town : 

I not deny, this, I have faid is true ; 

What wrong ! to give fo bright a nymph her due ? 



CXI, 



A CoUediion of Epigrams. 
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CXI. 

f^o R NUS proclaims aloud, Ms wife's a whore i 

Alas, good CernuSy what can we do more ? 
Wert thou no cuckold, we might make thee one t. 
But being one, we cannot m^ke thee non^t. 



% CXII. 
On a pahaedLadJ with iilTeetb. 

TTT'ere men fo dull, they could not fee 
^^ That Lyf < jialnted ; fliould they flee, 
Like fimple birds, into a net 
So grofly woven, and ill fet, 
Her own teeth would undo the knot, 
And let all go that (he had got. 
Thofc teeth fair Lyce muft not ihow. 
If flie would bite. Her lovers, though 
Like birds they ftoop at feeming grapes, , 
Are difabus'd when firft Ihe gapes j 
The rotten bones, difcover'd there, . 
Shew 'tis a painted fepulchre. . 
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CXIII. 

Tn church, the pray'r-book and the &n difplay'd, 
•*• And folemn curt'fies, fliew the wily maid j 
At plays, the leering looks, and wanton airs, 
AndnodS) andfmiles, are fondly meant for (hares, 
Alas ! vain charmer, you no lovers get ; 
There you feem hypocrite, and here coquet. 



cxiv: 

CLOE, new-married, looks at men no more ! 
Why then'tk plain for what Ihelook'd fceforc. 



cxv. 

^HAIS^ her teeth are black and naughty 

Lucania*s white are grown ; 
But what's the reafon ? Thefe are bought,. 
The other wears her own. 



a;;M\. 
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CXVL 

J^HTLLISy the faireft of love's foes, 
'^ Though fiercer than a dragon ; 
PhjlliSf that fcorn'd the powder'd beaus,. 

What has flie now to brag on ? 
So long flie kept her legs fo dofe,. 

Till they have fcarce a rag on. 

€onipell'd, ,thro' want, this wretched maid 

Did fad complaints begin ; 
Which furly Strephon hearing, faid, 

It was both Ihame.and fin^.. 
To pity fuch a lazy )ade> 

As would not play nor fpih.' 



CXVII. 

TJlest be the princes, who have fought 

For pompous names, or wide dominion;. 
Since, by their error, we arc taught, 
That happinefs is but opinion. 

CX.VIII. 



A CoUedtttm of Epigrams. 




CXVIII. 

Adam pos*d. 

/^OULD our firft father, at his toilfome plough, 

Thorns inliis path, and labour on his brow, 
Cloath'd only In a rude unpolifliM skin ; 
Could he, a vain, fantaftick nymph have feen, 
In all her airs, in all her antick graces, 
Her various fafhions, and more various faces ; 
How had it pos'd that skill, which lateaffign'd 
Juft appellations to each fevVal kind, 
A right idea of the fight to frame, 
To guefs from what new element fhe came, 
To hit the wavering form, or give the thing 
a name. 



CXIX. 

To put out the word, Whori, thou doft me woo, 
> Thro'out roy book. 'Troth put outWoman too. 



CXK. 



A Collt^im of Epigrams* 
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cxx. 

^HY HAgs (the leaneft things alive) 
•*• So very hard thou lov'ft to drive, 
I heard thy anxious coachman fay, 
It coft thee more in whips, than hay. 



• ^ • • •■-'• • fi 
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CXXI. 

'On Mrs. B a r bier ^"sjirfi Appear ame 

on^he Stage. 

J<TO pleafure now from NicQlinfs tongue^ 

In vain he ftrives to move us with his £oTigi 
On a fair Syren we have fix'd our choice, 
And wait, with longing ears, for Barbieres voice; 
When, lo ! the nymph, by bafhful awe betray'd, 
Her fault Ving tongue denies her looks its aid ; 
Sut fo much innocence adorns her fears. 
And with fuch grace her modefty fhe wen's, 
By her diforder, all her charms encreafc. 
And had Ihe better lung, ihe'd pleas'd us lefs. 

CXXIL 
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T^O morrow you will live, you always cry • 
In what far country does this morrow He, 
That 'tis fo mighty long e'er it arrive ? 
•Beyond the Indies docs this morrow live ? 
'Tis fo fer-fetch'd, this morrow, that! fear 
'Twill be both very old, and very dear. 
To morrow I will live, the fool does fay : 
To day itfelf 's too late-j the wife liv-d yefterday. 



cxxiii. 

^To a Lady whtycommended another's Eyes. 

^tk vain by paraUek yoii ftrive, 
•*■ Paniheas eyes to praife; 
^crfeftion, which we can't conceive^ 
Itfelf alone difplays. 

tzaze on them only, if you'd know 

What dazzling rays they dart ; 
But, if what piercing fhafts they throw, 

Then view my wt)und€d heart. 



A CoUeBim of EpigtamsJ 




CXXIV. 
jfl? a Jealous Husband. 

^EiL Hie, SiUnOy why you fill, 
-■• With fancy'd woes, your life; 
Why'^ all your time expended ftill^ 
In thinking, or in talking ill, 
Of your too virtuous wife. 

For, faith, I can*t fee to what end 

You keep her up fo clofe. 
Nor how you could yourfelf offend, 
That like a fnail, my gloomy friend. 

You never leave your houfe. 

Ah ! were flie but advis'd by me, 
Her many taunts and fcoriis, 

With int'reft ihould refunded be ; 

She*d make 4i perfe£b fnail of thee, 
By decking thee with horns. 






CXX 
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cxxv. 

Jealowsy. By a Lady^ 

/Ah fliield me from his rage, coeleftial ppwersy 

This tyrant that imbitters all my hours. - 
Ah, love, you've poorly play'd the monarch's part, 
You conquered, but you can't defend my heart. 
So bleft was I^ throughout thy happy reign, 
I thought thh monfter banilh'd from thy train ; 
But you would raife him, to fupport your throne, 
And now he claims your empire as his own : 
Or tell me, tyrants, have you both agreed, . 
That where one reigns^ the other fhall fucceed ? 



CXXVL 

T?ROM her own native France^ as old ^Ufon pafl, 
*■• She reproach tl EngUjh Neil, with negleft, or 

with malice, 
That the flattern had left, in the hurry and hafte. 
Her lady's complexion and eye-brows at Cahi^^ 



G CX^N \V 
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CXXVII. 

f^yj^; who bid the ladies laugh, 

Spoke only to the young and fair ; : 
for thee his council were not fafe, 
Who of found teeth haft fcarcc a pair*. 

If thou thy glafs, or me, believe, 

Shun mirth, as fopjings do the vrihd ;^ 

At Pinkeyes face affeft to grieve, 
And let thy eyes alone be kind.. 

Speak not, tho' 'twere ta give confent;; 

For he that fees thofe rotten bones, , 
Will dread their monumental fcent. 

And fly your fighs, like dying groans. . 

If thou art wife, fee difmal plays', 
And to fad ftories lend thy ear; 

With the aftiifted fpend thy days. 
And laugh not above once a year. 
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CXXVIII. 

T) UTTi to the fuburb beauties full wfcll kno-wm, 
Was from the bag {carce crept into a gown. 
When he, by telling of himfelf fine tales, 
Was made a judge, and fent away to Wales* 
'Twas j^roper, and moft fit it ihould be fo, 
Whither ihould goats, but to the mountains go ? 



«^ 



CXXIX. 

'T^OO confcibus of her worth, a noble maid, 
■■■ Balk'd many a lover, and her time out-ftaid j 
While yet a peer, lefs doubting than the reft, 
Defy'd her coldnefs, and attacked her breaft. 
Aipaniel whelp, and fpaniel lord, declare 
Their vows to ferve, and hopes to pleafe the fair : 
The cautious nymph, ftill fearing a trepan. 
Their fortune, wit, and worth did nicely fcan ; • 
Then, as the reafon of the cafe is clear, 
Embraced the pyppy> And difmifs'd the peer. 



J Colle£iion of Epigrams. 
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cxxx. 

"ITTHEN Tiow/i/ calls his wife, hishal^ 
^^ I like the fellow's whim ; 
For why ?. flie horns him ; fo the jilt 
Belongs but half to him. 



GXXXL 
On M-x. Biddy Floyd. 

^T7"HEN Cupid did his grandfire Jove intreat, 
^ ^ To form fome beauty by a new receipt,. 
Jove fent and found, far in a country fcene ; 
Truth, innocence, good-nature, look ferene, 
From which ingredients, firft, the dext'rous boy 
Pick'd the demure, the awkward, and the coy 9 
The graces from the court did next provide 
Breeding, and wit, and air, and decent pride $ 
Thefe ^(f7j«f cleans'd from every fpurious grain 
Of nice, coquet, affefted, pert, and vain: ' 
Jove mixt up all, and his beft day imploy'd ; 
Then call'd the happy compofition; Floyd. 

cxxxtt 



A CoUeSim of Epigrams. 




V 



CXXXII. 
To the ^uke de Noailles. 

AIN the concern which youexprcfs, 
That uncaird jilard will poircfs 
Your houfe and coach, both day and night;. 
And that Mackbeth was haynted lefs * 
By Banquo*^ reftlefs fpright. 

With fifteen thoufand pounds a year, 
Do you complain, you cannot bear 

An ill, you may fo foon retrieve ? 
Good Alardy faith, is modeller 

By much, than you believe 

Lend him but fifty L^uU d'or^ 
And you iball never fee him more : 

Take the advice ^ Probatum eft. 
^ Why do the gods indulge our ftore, 

But to fecure our reft ? 

• This epigram is addrds'd to the duke db Noaille«, 
if we may believe the title j it is certainly very ablurd, for tliat 
leafon, to allude to an English play : the beauty of this 
comparifon can only be miderftood by £ k g l i s h m e n, and 
indeed but by few of them. The verfts upon the whole don't 
want wit ; but confidering that the thought in the laft ftanza 
is ftolen from a F k e x c h epigram, it was, at leaft, impoli- 
tick-, to jmfcribc it to a F & £ h c u man of quality. 



AColte^im (T^ Epigrams.- 




CXXXIIL 

Written on the Chamber ^oor of 

Charles II. 

TTere lies the mutton-cating king, 
^ ■* Whofe word ns man relies on j 
Who never faid a foolifh thing, 
Nor ever did a wife one. 



GXXXIV. 
To a Lady who made Tojies for R 

T Little thought thetime would ever be^ 
* That I Ihould wit in dwarfifh pofies fee : 

As all words in few letters live, 

Thou to few words all fenfe doft give. 

'Twas nature taught you this rare art j. 
In fuch a little, much to fliew, 

Who all the good, flie did impart 
To womankind, epitomiz'dinyou. 

cx: 






A CoUeSlim of Epigramsj 




;r><^ 



GXXXV. 

jfyuILTT, be wife; and tho' thou know'ft the 

crimes 
Be thine, I tax, yet do not own my rhimes : 
*Twere madnefs in thee, to betray thy fame 
And perfon to the world, e'er I thy name. 



GXXXVI. 

fy UILTTy becaufe I bade you late be wife, 
^^ And, to conceal your ulcers, did advife j 
&u laugh when you are touched, and long before 
Any man elfe, you clap your hands, and roar. 
And cry, Good ! good ! This quite perverts my 

fenfe, 
And lies fo far from wit, 'tis impudence. 
Believe it. Guilty , if you lofe your fliame> 
I'll lolc my modefty, and tell your name. 






A Colle^ion of Epigrams 

CXXXVII. 
On Giles md Joa^n, 

TTTHO &ys that Gi\t: and 'Joan at difcord be ? 
^^ Th' obferving. neighbours no fuch mood 
can fee; 
Indeed, poor Giles repents he married ever ; 
But that his Tom doth too. And Giles would never,.. 
By his free-will, be in Jo/in% company ; 
No more would 'jaan he (hould . Giles rifeth early, 
And having got him out of doors is glad ; 
The like is jQan : But, turning home, is fad ; 
And fo is 7*/r»^ Oft times when GiUs doth find 
Harih fightsat home, Giles wiflieth he were blind • 
All this doth Joan : Or, that his long-yearn'd life 
Were quite out-fpun j the like wifh hatlr his wife. 
The children that he keeps, Giles fwears are none 
Of his begetting ; and fo fwears his Joan, 
In all affections fhe concurreth ftill : 
If now, with man and wife, to will and nill 
Thefelf fame things, a note of concord be, 
I know no couple better can agree. 

CXXXVIIl 



J CoUeHion of Epigrams. 



/W 



t^ ^XSl-Z 



CXXXVIIL 
On a RoBBERr. 

D WA Y robb'd Dunc%te of three hundred 

pound ; 
{way was taken y and CondemnM to die ; 
for his money, was a courtier found, 
ggM RidiOays pardon : Duncote now doth Cry^ 
rd both of money, and the law^s relief , 
courtier Is become the greater thief. 



CXXXIX. 
tke Dutchefs of Portsmouth V 

VD (he but llv'd in Cleofatras agtf, 
iVhen beauty did the earth's great lords engage, 
i/w,-not ^zypty had been glorious made j 
iftus then, like Julius^ had obeyM*: 
obler theme had been the poet's bfkft, 
.r all the world for love had well been loft. 
« 



A CoUeliian of Epigrams. 




CXL. 
A Flower painted ^;' Va r e l s t. 

TTThen faiiiM Varelft this little wonder drew, 
^^ Flora vouchfaf 'd the growing workto view; 
Finding the painter's fclence at a ftand. 
The goddefs fnatchM the pencil from his hand. 
And iinilhing the piece, fibe fmiling faid. 
Behold one work of mine, which ne'er ihall fad(. 



CXLl 

/^N his death-bed poor Luhin lieSi 
^^^ His fpoufe is in defpair, 
With frequent fobs, and mutual cries, 
They both exprefs their care. 

A diff 'rent caufe, fays parfon Sfy^ 

The fame effeO: may give ; 
Poor Luhin fears that he fhall die. 

His wife ^t he may live. 

CXUI. 



A CoUeSfion of Epigrams. 




CXLII. 



F 



YE, Delta, talk no more of love, 
It galls me to the heart ; 
You threefcore are,. I doubt, above, 

For all your plalft'ring art. 
And therefore fpare your pains, you may ; 
For, though you prefs one night and day, 

I can't do what n^y foul abhors. 
Or^ by your art's affiftance, tho' I might 
prevail uport my appetite, 
I durft not couple tho* I fwear 
With you, of all the world, for fear 

Of cuckolding my ancellors. 



CXLIII. 

TITh A T a f jail thing is beauty, (ays baron UCras^ 
^ ^ Perceiving his miftrefs had one eye of glafs ; 

And fcarcely had he fpoke it. 
When (he, moreconfusM, as more angry (he^rew. 
By a negligent rage, proved the maxim too true i 

She dropped the. eye, and broke it. 

H z CXUN . 



A Collection of Epigrams. 




CXLIV. 

To Charinus, an ugly Wt^manU 

Huslmnd. 

KsUAKIl^US, 'twas my hap of kte, 
^^ To have a fight of thy dear mate ; 
So white, fo flourifhing, fo fair^ 
So trim, fo modeft, debonair \ 
That if good Jo've wou'd grant to me 
A leafli of beauties, fuch as fhe, 
I'd give the devil, at one word, 
Two, that he'd take away the third. 



^t* 



CXLV. 
On a Ladfs wearing a Patch. 

^HAT little patch upon your fece, 
^ Would feem a foil on one lefs fair ^ 
On you it hides a charming grace, 
And you, in pity, placed it there. 

CKLVL 



A CQlie6iion oj EpigramSa 








CXLVI. 
From the Greek. 

^^REAT Bacckuj^ born in thunder and in firc^ 

By native heat afferts his dreadful fire, 
Nourifh'd near fliady rills, and cooling ftreams^ 
He to the nymphs avows his amVous flames j^ 
To all the brethren at the BtS and Vine^ 
The moral fays, Mix water with your wine. 



CXLVIL 

In behalf of Mr. Southerne; 

To the ^uke ^ Argyle. 

j^ RGTLE, his praifis when Southerne wrote, * 
^ Firft ftruck out this, and then that thought^ 
Said, This was flatt'ry, That a fault: ■ 

How ihall the bard contrive ? 
My lord, confider what you do, 
Hell lofe his pains, and verfes tdo j. 
For if thefe praifes fit not you, 

They'll ferve no man alive. 



A QolleSiion «f Epigrams. 



CXLVIIL 

^L O E brisk and gay appears, 
^^ On purpole to invite ; 
Yet, when I prefs her, flie in tears 
Denies her fole delight. 

Whilft CeliM, feeming flhy and coy, 
To all her favours gTants ; 

And fecretly receives that joy, 
Which others think fhe wants. 

I would, but fear I never fliall, 

With either fair ^ree j 
For Celia will be kind to AU, 

But Qhe won*t \o Me. 



CXLIX. 

m 

TTThen L§ve!efs marry *d lady Jenny, 

^ ^ Whofe beauty was the ready penny ; 

I chofe her, fays he, like old plate, 
Not for the falbion, but the weight. 



CL. 



A ColleSiion of Epigrams, 
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CL. 



To a Painter^ drawing a Lady'x 

Fi&ure. f 

TJE * who great "Jove^ artiUVy ap'd fo well, 
"^ By real thunder and true lightning fell : 
How then durft thou, with equal danger, try 
To counterfeit the lightning of her eye ? 
P«nter^ defift ; or foon th* event will prove, 
That XtfWs as jealous of his arms as 7«v^. 



CLI. 
A SelfAccufer. 

VoUR miftrefs, that you follow whores, ftill 
* taxethyou} 

Tis ftrange that fhe fhpuld thus confefs it, tho^c 
be true. 



f This thaught is ufed by another poet, fee N «^ . XIV, But 
much more elcg^tly here : who is the borrower, we can*t de- 
cide } but this may paTs for one of the befir q)igrams in oux 
^angnage. 

* SALJiCOHEVt. 

H4 ^^5^- 



A CoUedion of Epigrams. 

CLVI. 
On Suicide; From Martial. 

"IITnen all the blandifliments of life are gone, 
The coward creeps to death, the bxaya 
lives on. 



CLVIL 
To a Sempstress^ 

f\A. what bofom but muft yieldy 

When, likePiiiSr^, you advance^ 
With a thimble for your Ihieldj 
And a needle for your lance ? 

Faireft of the ftitching train, 

Eafe my paflion by your art \ 
And, in pity to my pain. 

Mend the hole that's in my heart. 

CLvni. 



A ColleSiion of Epigrams. 




CLVIII. 

f 

Mr. Prior' J Epitafb. 

^TObles and heralds, by your leave, 
■^ Here lie the bones of Matthew ?rm j 

The fon of Adam and of Eve : 
Let B»urkpn or Najfau go higher. 



CLIX. 
Anfwer to Prior*j Epitaph. * 

IJOLD, Matthew Prior ^ by your leave, 
'*' Your epitaph is fomewhat odd \ 

hourbvu and you are fons of Eve^ 
Najau*s the off-fpring of a god. 



* This has a place here for no other reafon but its re- 
lation to the preceding, which is delicate and beautiful i 
the epitaph may pafs &r wit and nature, but the anfwer is no 
better than flattery and flDotb. 



CLX> 



A CoUeStion &f Epigrams, 




CLX. 

To a Lady J on feeing fome Verfes in 
Tralfe of her, on a Tane of Glafs. 

T ET Others, brittle beauties of a year, 

•^^ See their frail names, and lovers vows writ 

here ; 
Who fings thy folid worth and fpotlefs fame, 
On pureft adamant {hould cut thy name : 
Then would thy fame be from oblivion fcv'd ; 
On thy own heart my vows muft be engrav'd. 



CLXI. 

Tn fporting mood, my C<?//i»faid, 
"■" You brag, and often boaft you, 
How much each tooth within my head^ 
At diff'rent times, has coft you. 

I grant my laft were in your debt, 

A crown, or fome fuch matter ; 
But thofe I've now, are a new fet \ 

Or ask the operator. 

CLXII. 



A ColleBion of Epigfams. 




CLXII. 
Advice to a late Tranjlator of Virgil, 

Vf IND but thy preaching, T , tranflate n« 

^^^ further : 

Is it not written, Thou Jbalt do no murther. 



JL.^ 



CLXIII. 

On a little Houfe^ built by a Poetical 

Gentleman. 

A Bard grown defirbus of faving his pelf, 
Built a houfe he was fure would hold none 
but him-felf : 
This enrag'd god jipaOo^ who Mtreuty fcnt. 
And bid him go ask what his votary meant. 
Some foe to my empire has been his advifer, 
'Tis of drcadiPul portent when a poet turns mifer : 
Tell himyHermes^ from me, tell that fubjeftof mine^ 
I have fworn, by the Sf^*, to defeat his defign j » 
For where-ev^r he comes the mules Ihall reign ; 
Andthemufes, he knows, have a numerous train. 



« t 



A CoUeSiion of Epigrams. 




CLXIV. 
An Epitaph. 

TjERE Innocence and beauty lies, whoft breath 

"^ Was fnatch'd by early, not untimely death. 
Hence did {he go, juft as flie did begin 
Sorrow to know, before flie knew to fin. 
Death, that does fin and fi^rrow thus prevent, 
Is the next bleifing to a life well fpent. 



CLXV. 

C'YL VlAj methinks you are unfit 

For your great lord's embrace ; 
For tho' wc all allow you wit, 
We can^t a handfome face* 

Then where's the ploafure, whcre's the good 

Of fpending time and coft ? 
For if your wit ben't underftood, 

Your keeper's blifs is loft. 



CLXVI. 



A ColleBion of Epigrams. 




CLXVI. 
To an angry Lady. 

J^HESEUS, O'f faith may build on fiimc) 

Who courted with fa fa, 
And won the furious fighting dame, 

By cuffing, or club-hiw : 
I believe, Thalefiris won't deny, 
Had much an eafier task than L 

Hjfolita was arm'd with fpeai*, 
But you with tongue dead-doing ; 

Then is not ours, my angry dear, 
The fierceft way of wooing ? 

Her fpark had found her courage true. 

Had flie but drove at him, like you. 

When the fell noife of clafliing fwords 

Upon their bucklers rung j 
Had flic but try'd the pow'r of word^. 

And lafliM him with her tongue. 
She'd made the hero quickly yield. 
Or, juft as I do, — quit the field. 



CLXVd. 



A CoUeBim of Epigrams. 
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GLXVII. 

On a handftme Woman with a Jim 
Voices but very covetous and proud. 

Qo bright is thy beauty, fo charming thy fong, 
^ As had drawn both the bealh and their Oiyifwiir 

along ; 
But fuch is thy avarice, and fuch is thy pride, 
That the beafts muft have ftarv'd, and the poet 

have dy'd- 



* <■ II — 1— ^— i^M^ai^fci 



CLXVIII. 

"Defore her husband, Lw^/ii calls me names, 
-*-* And at the lewdnefs of the town exclaims i 
This tickles the poor cuckold to the life, 
And he thanks heav n for fuch a virtuous wife. 
Contented fool ! — indeed you reafon wrong ; 
If {he were virtuous, Ihc would hold her tongue j 
Scandal and noife do not her virtue prove, 
But are the marks of iinextinguiih'd love. 

CLXIX. 



A Colleition oj Epigrams^ 
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CLXIX. 
De 5D/^ M AR T I s (dr TI>ie Ven e r usi 

r 

r^^riTRJPf, and^o/, andL«w/»chaftej • * ' " 
^^ 'Twixt A//rr/ and Venus ftill are plac'd,: 
Whilft Mercury and J<^^ divide 
The lovers on the other fide. 
What may the hidden myftery 
Of this unriddled order be ? 
The gods themfelves do juftlj feav,. 
That fliould they truft tfte& two too near;. 
\dars would be drow^'d in Venus ^ and fo they/ 
Jhdtild lofe a planet, and the week a day. 



GLXX.* 



' • • . .1 . • I 



rv'ER.this marble drop a tear, ^ 
^ Here lies fair Rofalinde ;. 
\n mankind was pleas'd with her, 
And flie with all mankind.. 



> . t • ' 



• ^ • 



• J 



«► Coippare thjfi vitb N o . 3;3a:5^j 



A ColleStim of Epigrams. 



CLXXI. 

/^OME, Megg^ be quick, and make the bed, 
Now tuck the feet, now place the head, 
I'll kifs you, if you don't beftir ye ; 
Quoth Meggy I can't ^blde to hurry. 



GLXXIL 

On a high Archj built over a JhtaU 
Stream by a certain Nobleman. 

nPHE lofty arch, his high ambition (hows ; 
^ Theftream, an emblem of his bounty flows. 



CLXXIIL 

Tl^HEN Tadloe walks the ftreets, tKe gaviors cry, 
^ ^ ^ God blcfs you, lir-^and lay their rammers by. 

. CLXXIV. 



A CoUeSlim of Epigrams. 
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CLXXIV. 

To a Perfon who wrote ill^ and Jfake 
worfe againji the Author. 

T IE, PhiUy untouched on my peaceable Ihelf; 

Nor take it amifs, that fo little I heed thee : 
IVe no envy to thee, and fome love to myfelf ; 
Then vhy fbould I anfwer ; fince iirft I muft 
read thee? 

JK^mk with Helicons waters, and double-brew^J 
Be a linguift, a poet, a critic, a wag; l^ub. 

To the folid delight of thy well-judging club. 
To the damage alone of thy bookfeller, Bragg^ 

Piirfue mc with fatyr ; what harm Is there in't ? 

But from all 'viva voce refledlon forbear : 
There can be no danger from what thou fhalt print ; 

There may be a little from what thou may'ft 
fwear. 




Ix CUON^ 



^ ColU5iion of Epigrams, 

CLXXV. 

"To a Roman Catholick, uftm 

Marriage. 

/^ENSURI and penances, excommunication, 
^^ Are bugbear words to fright a bigot nation ; 
But 'tis the church's more fubftantial curfe. 
To damn us all, for better and for worfe. 
Falfely your church feven facraments does frame, 
penance and matrimony are the fame. 



CLXXVI. 

'X'hat thou doft fliorten thy long nights with 
wine, 

We all forgive thee, for fo Cato did : 
That thou writ'ft poems without one good Une, 

TuUfs example may that weaknefs hide. 

Thou art a cuckold, fo ^reat Cafar was ; 

Eat'ft till thou fpew'ft, jintonius did the faffl«5 
That thou lov'ft whores, Jow loves a buxom lafs; 

Bat that thou'rt whipt^ is thy peculiar ihame. 



A Collegium of Epigrams. 

wsmmimssiiissm 



CLxxvir. 

lio' (ervile flattery thbu doft all cdmmenc] ^ 
(¥ho cares to pleafe, where no man can offend ? 



CLXXVIII. 

)SCJJS, thou fay'ft my epigrams are long j 

I'd take thy judgment on a pot of ale : 
[lou may 'ft fay the elephant's 'too ftrong, 
dwarf too fliort, the pyramid too tall ; 
[igs are not long, where we can nothing fpare ; 
at, Cofcus, e'en thy diftichs tedious are^ 



' CLXXIX. 

EO RCE came to the crown without ftrilclng 
a blow : 
quoth the pretender, would I could do fo. 



A CoUeStitm of Epigrams. 
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CLXXX. 

Tn marriage are two happy things allowM, 
^ A wife in wedding-fheets, and ina fhrond : 
How din a marriage-ftate then be accursM, 
Since the 1^ day's as happy as the iirft ? 



tLXXXI. 
^Written over a Gate. 

TjERE lives a man, who, by relation, 

Depends upon predeftination ; 
For which the learned, and the wife, 
His underftanding much defpife : 
But I pronounce, with loyal tongue, 
Him in the right, them in the wrong ; 
For how could fuch a wretch fucceed, 
But that, alas ! it was dtcrud ? 



CLXXXU. 



A CoUeStum of Epigrams. 




CLXXXII. 
Love and Jealousy. 

TTow much are they deceived who vainly ftri vc, 

By jealous fears, to keep our flames alive ? 
Love's like a torch, which if fecur'd from blafts, 
Will faintlier burn, but then it longer lafts j 
Expos'd to ftorms of jealoufy and doubt, 
The blaze grows greater, but 'tis fooner out. 



CLXXXII I. 

VIThile fafter than his coftive brain indites, 

Phthh quick hand in flowing letters writes ; 
His cafe appears to me like honeft Teague*Sj 
When he was run away with by his legs. 
Phiehusy give Philo o'er himfelf command; 
^ Quicken his fenfes, or reftrain his hand ; 
Let him be kept from paper, pen, and ink : 
So may he ceafe to write, and learn to think. 



ji Colie^ion of Epigrams. 




CLXXXIV. 
Phyllis'^ Age. 

Tjow old may ?^yttis be, you ask, 
•*^ Whofe beauty thus all hearts engages ? 
To anfwer is no eafy task : 
For flie has really two ages. 

StifF in brocade, and pinch 'd In {lays,. 

Her patches, paint, and jewels on ; 
All day let envy view her face, 

And Phyllis is but twenty-one. 

paint, patches, jewels laid afide, 

At night aftronomers agree, 
The evening has the day bely'd ;. 

And Viyflis is fome forty-three. 



CLXXXV. 
For the Auxhor'j Tombjiotie..^ 

^O me 'tl^giv*!! to die,' to thee "'tis giv'n j 

"*• To live J alas ! one moment fets us even ; > 

M&rk bow impartial is the will of heav'n. J> 



A ColleStion of Epigrams. 




CLXXXVI. 

CT'HRjfSO picks quarrels whenhe^s drunk at 

night ; 
When fober in the morning, dares not fight : 
Thrafoy to (hun thofe ills that may enfue, 
Drink not at night, or drink at morning too. 



ka^Mi 
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cLxxxvir. 

Agaivft an Atheist. 

TIThiLST in his double-elbow chaif 
Young Alcidor does loll and fwear^ 
' No wonder if rf wretch, like me, 
Am objeft of his raillery ; 
Why fhould not I a blockhead feem 
To one, who does his God blafpheme ? 
But no man thinks (whatever he faith) 
His words are articles of faith. 



K C1.X^YN\\\. 



A C<fUe£tm of Epigrams. 




CLXXXVIIL 

On a very homely Lady^ that patch' d 

much. 

VOUR homely face, Flifpanta, you difgulfc 
"*• With patches, numerous as ^rgus^ eyes : 
I own that patching's requifite for you, 
For more we're pleas*d, if lefs your face we view : 
Yet I advifc, if my advice you'd ask, 
Wear but one patch i but be that patch a mask. 



CLXXXIX. 

TI^HEN gammar Gnrun firft I knew, 
Four teeth in all flie reckon'd ; 
Comes a damn'd cough, and wRips out two, 
And t'other two, a fecond. 

Courage, old Dame, and do not fear 
The third, whenever it comes ; 

Give me but toother jug of beer, 
And I^U enfure your gums. 




cxc 



A CoUe£i:on of Epigrams. 




11 ■« 



%-^%:,'-^x..>^4 



cxc. 

Venus and Adonis. 

CCARCE had the fun dry*d up the dewy morn» 
And fcarce the herd gone to the hedge for fhadci 
When Cytherea (all in love forlorn) 
A longing tariance for M^nb m^de. 

Under an ozier, growing near a brook ; 

A brook where jSdon* usM to cool his fpleen. 
Hot was the day, ih^hotter, that did look 

For his approach, who often there had been* 

Anon he comes ^ and throws his mantle by. 
And ftood ftark naked on the brook's green brim ; 

The fun look'd on the world with glorious eye, 
Yet not fo wiftly as this queen on him : 

H& ij^ing her, bouncM in ( whereas he ftood ; ) 
Oh! j9V€f (quoth file) why was not I a floo4 ^ 



mm 
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A Collection of Epigrams. 

CXCI. 

Written in ClarindaV Prayer- Book. 

Tn vain, CUrinditi night and day^ 

For mercy to the gods you pray : 
What arrogance, on heav'n to call 
For that, which you deny to all I 



I 



CXCI I. 
Written in a Ladfs Table Book. 

WITH what ftrange raptures would my foul 
be bleft, 
Were but her book an emblem of her breaft ? 
As I from that all former marks efface, 
And, UAControul'd, put new ones in their place; 
So might I chace all others from her heart, 
And my own Image in the ftead impart : 
But, ah! how fliort the blifs would prove, if he 
Who feiz'd it next, might do the fame by me. 



L' 



A Colieiiion of Epigram?, 




CXCIII. 

13 iCH Gr:fe does all his thoughts and ctuming 
•*^ bend, 

T'encreafe that wealth he wants the foul to fpend : 
Poor Shifter does his whole contrivance fet, 
To fpend that wealth he wants the fenfe to get. 
How happy would appear to each his fate. 
Had Gr/pe his humour, or he Gripers eftate ? 
Kind fate and fortune, blend 'em, if you can, 
Andy of two wretches, make one happy man«. 



CXCIV.^ 

■fTTHlLST In the dark on thy foft hand I hung> 
^^ And heard the tempting Sfretif in thy 

tongue ; 
What flames, what darts, what anguifh I cndur'd > 
But, when the candle entcr'd, I was cur'd. 



♦ This is imitated from Maktial very happily 5 fee it 
done otherwife, N ® . LIV. 



K. i, ^^isyt 



A CoJJeSiion of Epigrams. 




CXCV. 

TUfAtLTIl^y pox on him, that impudent devil, 
•*''-' That now only lives by his ihifts, 

By borrowing of driblets, and gifts i 
For a forlorn guinea I lent him lad day, 
Which I was aiTur^d he never would pay ; 
On my own paper would needs be fo civil, 
To .give me a note of his hand : 
But I did the man fo well underftand, 
I had no great mind to be doubly trepan^d : 
And therefore told him 'twas needlefs to do^t. 

For, fidd I, I ihall not be hafty to dun ye, 

And *tis furely enough to part with my 

Without lofing my paper to boot. [money, 



CXCVI. 

^HOV fwcar'ft thou'It drink no more : kind 

heav'n, fend 
^e fuch a cook or coachman, but no friend. 



. * 



CXCVIt 



A ColkSfion of Epigrams. 




cxcvir. 

"IT^'hen thou art ask'd to fup abroad, 

^ Thou fwear'ft thou haft but newJy dintt> 

That eating late does overload 

The ftomacb, and opprefs the mind t 

But If jffficiut makes a treat. 
The flender'ft fummons thou obey'ft ; 

No child is greedier of the teat^ 
Than thou arc of the bounteous feaff. 

There thou wilt drinfc, till every ffar 

Be fwallow'd by the riflng fun : 
Such charms hath wine we pay not for % 

And mirth) at other's charg.e beguii* 

Who fhuns his club, yet flies to every treat,^ 
D9[es not a fupper, but a reck*ning bate. . 





>' 



K 4 C^STCVa^ 



A Colle6iion of Epigrams. 




i(/'^\:^^>^'^'''^ 



cxcviir. 

/^L OE's the wonder of her fcx, 
. *Tis weD her heart is tender : 
How might fuch killing eyes perplex. 
With Virtue to defend her ? 

But nature, gracioufly inclined, 
Not bent to vex, but pleafe us, 

Has to her boundlefs beauty joinM 
A boundlefs will to eafe us. 



CXCIX. 

To Mr. Pope, on his Tranjlation of 

Homer. 

Oo much, dear Popt^ thy EniUJh Iliad charms, 

Where pity melts us, or where paflion warms, 
That after-ages Ihall with wonder feek, 
Who 'twas tranflated Homtr into Greeks 



CC 



A Colledfion of Epigrams. 




CC. 

LL me, Dorinda^ why fo gay, 

Why fuch embroidery, fringe, and lace ? 
any drefles find a way 
lop th* approaches of decay, 
nd mend a ruin'd face ? 

: thou ftiU fparkle in the box, 
ad ogle in the ring ? 
ft thou forget thy age and pox ? 
all that (hines on fhells and rocks 
ake thee a fine young thing ? 

• 

lave I feen, in larder dark, 
f veal a lucid loin, 
leat with many a ftarry fpark, 
xrife philofophers renurk, 
t once both ftink and ihine. 



mm 



A CoUeStim of Epigrams. 



CCl. 

TpHOU fpcakeft always ill of me, 
•■• I always fpeak well of thee : 
Bur, fpite of all our noife and pother, 
The world believes nor one, nor t'other. 



CCIL 

"ITThy do they fiy the goddefs Fwtune*s Win 
^' Becaufe Ihe's only to th' unjuft inclInM 
This reafon nought her blindnefs does declare 
They only fortune need who wicked are.. 



CCIII. 
Under the PtSttre of a Beau. 

HThIS vain thing fet up for a man, 

But fee what fate attendshim : 
The powd*ring-barberfirft began, 
The barber- furgeon ends.him. 



CC 



A ColleSiion of Epigrams. 




CCIV. 

To his falfe Miflrefs. 



^ 



HOV faid'ft that I alone thy heart could move, 
"■• And that for me thou would^ft abandon Jovt. 
I lov*d thee then ; not with a love defird. 
But as a &ther loves his only child. 
I know thee now ; and, tho' I fiercer burn, 
Thou art become the objeftof my fcorn. 
See what thy falfhood gets ! I muft confefs 
I love thee more, but I efteem thee l^fs^ 



ccv. 

OILVIJ makes fad complaints, {he's loft her 

lover : 
(Vhy nothing ftrange I In that news difcover. 
Nay, then thou*rt dull ; for here the wonder lies, 
She bad a lover once— -don't that furprize ? 

ccvi. 



A QoUtUion of Epigrams. 

CCVL 

Pallas and Venus. 

'T^HE Trayan fwaln had judgM the great di 
"■■ And beauty's pow'r obtained the goldei 
When Vains^ loofe In all her naked charms 
Met ItivCs great daughter clad In Ihining 
The wanton goddcfs viewM the warlike n 
From head to foot, and tauntingly flie faid 
Yield, fifter ; rival, yield ; naked, you fe 
I vanquifh \ guefs how potent I ihould be. 
If tt) the field I came in armour dreft, 
Dreadful like thine my ihield^and terrible m 
The warriour goddefs^ withdiidain, re] 
Thy folly, child, is equal to thy pride : 
Let a brave enemy for once advife. 
And, Venm^ (if 'tis poffiblej be wife. 
Tbou, to be ftrong, muft put off every dn 
Thy only armour is thy nakednefs : 
And more than once (or thou art much be) 
By M»rs himfelf that armour has been try' 





A Collegium of Epigrams. 




CCVIL 

T Offer lo Vie, but thou reilpea wilt have : 

Take, Sextus^ all thy pride and folly crave 
But know, I can be no man's friend and flave. 



1^4 



CCVIII. 

\/(^ ttsiia fwears Ihe would Catuttus wed^ 

-""^•^Tho' 39ve himfelf ftould come and ask her bed : 

True, this Ihe fwears by all the pow'rs above j 

But ihe*s a woman, fpeaking to her love : 

That Angle thought my growing faith defeats } 

*Tis neceilary for them to be cheats : 

They muft be falfe, they muft their oaths forget, 

So pleafing Is the letch'ry of deceit : 

What women tell their fervants fade like dreams^ 

And ihould be writ in air, or running ftreams. 



CCWw. 



J CoUe^im of Epigrams. 




CCIX. 

[fay'i 
A LL things are common amongft friendSy th 

*" This is thy morning and thy evening fon 

ThoM in rich point, and Indian filk art drefs^d^ 

Six foreign fteeds to thy calafli belong : 

rg*»j 

Whilft by^ my cloaths the ragman fcarce woi 
And an uneafy hackney jolts my fides ; 

A cloak embroider d intercepts thy rain, 
A worfted camblet my torn breeches hides. 

Turbots and mullets thy large difhes hold ; 

In mine a folitary whiting lies : 
Thy train might fire the impotent and old ; 

Whilft my podr hand a Gtmjmtdt fupplies. 

For an old wanting friend thou*lt nothing do \ 
Yet all iS common among friends, we know : - 
Nothing fo common as to ufe them fo. 





9 



CCS 



A CaUeSiion of Epigrims. 



ccx. 

DlOUS SelindM goes to pray^rs^ 
If I but ask the favour ; 
And yet the tender fool's in tears^ 
When flie believes I'll leave her. 

Wou*d I were free from this reftraint, 
Orelfe had hopes to win her ; 

Wou'd Ihe couM make of me a faint, 
Or I of her a (inner. 



CCXI. 

On Mr. Pope'j Tranjlatim of Homer. 

I A S oft, in vain, as he eiTay^d to tell 

In foreign tongues, how Tny and Prism fell, 
Old H§nf€r has at lafl: attain'd to fpeak 
In fmoother accents than his native Creek ; 
' Blind heretofore, the bard receives new fight, 
And ev^n in sgt becomes the fairs delight : 
How much to Pope is due from us and him ? 
Since Homer wds no more, nor do his readers 
djream. 



A CoUeStion of Epigrams. 




i^/^- 



CCXII. 

Mulicri ne crcdc, n^ mortus quidcm. 

A Scolding Wife fo long a fleep poilefsM, 

Her fpoufe prefum'd her foul was now at reft t 
Sahle was call'd, to hang the room with black $ 
And all their cheer was fugar-rolls and iack. 
Two mourning ftaves ftood centry at the door { 
And Silence reignM, who ne'er was there before. 
The cloaks, and tears, and handkerchiefs preparM, 
Theymarch'd, inwofulpomp, to j^bchurch^ydrd '- 
When fee, of narrow ftreetswhat mifchiefs cornel 
The very dead can't pafs in quiet home : 
By fome rude jolt, the cofHn-lid was broke ; 
And madam, from her dream of death, awoke. 
Now all was fpoil'd : the undertaker's pay, 
Sour faces, cakes, and wine, quite thrown away. 
But fome years after, when the former fcene 
Was afted, and the coffin naird again, 
The tender husband took efpecial care 
To keep the pafTage from difturbance clear ; 
Charging the bearers that they tread aright| 
I^or put bis dear in fuch another fright. 





ccxin. 



A Colle6ikn of Ejpigrainy, 

CCXIII. 
On an ancient Lady that paintedi 

SOS MELIA*$ charms infpirc my lays,, 

' Who's fair in nature's fcom ; 

ooms in the winter of her days. 

Like Qlafienbury. thorn. 

miliars cruel at threefcore ; 

Like bards in modern plays^ 

ur afts of life pafs'd guiltlefs o'er,. 

But In the fifth fhe flays. 

e'er, impatient of the blifs, 

into her arms you fall, 

e plaifter'd fair returns the kifs,. 

:^ike Ti/shf thro' a wall. 



CCXIV. * 

vain, old Dipfasy you'd afperfe my feme,, 
[n vain with praifes I'd adorn your name f, 
iir iatire's vain, my panegyrick too j, 

no one credits either me, or you. 

If this and N ® . CCI be compared, they'll be found both 
m^t of the fame thought, as well aa. to^ owe their oiigin- 
lat epigram of BvcHAirAy. 
'fufira €go te laud9 \ frufiramt^ Zoile, Udis:. 
NonQtibi credit^ Zoile j nfmomibi* 

L GCXV.. 



A CoUeSiion of Epigrams. 




^ 



ccxv. 

Verfes under a Lad/s TiSfwre. 

T^HE poet and the painter fafely dare 

To form an image of the proudeft fair t 
Your brighter charms, by lavifh nature wrought, 
Tranfcend the painter's skill, and poet's thought. 



CCXVI. 
The Miracle, 1707. 

TiifERIT they hate, and wit they flight ; 
"^^^ They neither aS, nor reafon right j 

And nothing mind but pence : 
Unskilful, they viftorious are ; 
Conduft a kingdom without care $ 

A council y without fenfe. 

So Mofes once, and Jojhua^ 
And that virago Dcboray 

Beftrid poor Ijrael: 
Like rcv'rencc pay to thefe ! for who 
Could ride a nation as they do^^ 

Without a miracle ? 

CCXVtt 



A ColkSHon (f Epigrams. 




ccrvai. 

Caint Pifv/'s rule 69^/if keeps t^his wife; be'sonn^ 
That hajth a wife^ and Is as If he*d none. 



ccxvnr: 

Oxtajiofid by feeing fome Vetfes em 
C-HELiA, wrote on a Vane of Glafi. 

"UTsLL haft-thou drawn y fond youtb^ inpropVeft 

place. 
The fliort-llv'd beauties of felfe CdUas face* 
When words* obfcurltles thy fenfe o*erfhade» \ 
The place gOves Uiht to what thou wouldHl haw^ 

fald. 
Bright asthislucidglafs her eyes now feem; 
Like this, breathed on, by feildifeafe, grow dim. 
Like glafs is every ftrongeft vow fhe makes. 
Brittle as that, as eafily fhe breaks ; 
Such is her honour : ihort her fame, we find^ 
Which cracked, muft periih by the firft high wind« 

tz CCXIX- 



A CoUeSiion of Epigrams. 



8S»e59Gi^g^aia5ae3K9s 



ccxix. 

Jmtated from Buchanan. 

Y'OUoft, Corinna^ ask me^ if you're fair ? 

But won't believe me neither, till I fwear. 
May I ne'er — Ledaww^ or Helen gUtiy 
If ihe, or Leda could your power attain : 
Both godsand menlov'd thetn, but yet tbay had 
Theif fenfes ftillr— — who loves Corinnas mad. 



ccxx. * 

* Mart. Efig.i%. Lib. i. 

"Y^OU ask, dear WiU^ what wc difdain^ 

What girls our fancy pleafe ? 
We like not thofe give too much pain, 

Nor thofe we win with eafe : 
For thofe our paflions ftarve ; and thefe will cloy j 
The middle only gives the greateft joy. 

* Let this verfion l)e compared with that in N ^ . LXm. 

• ccxxi. 



A ColkSiion of Epigrams* 



CCXXL 

Upon a Boy and his Mother^ having 

each but one Eye. 

pAiR half-blind boy, born of an half-blind 
^ mother, 

Equal'd by none, but by the one the other : 
Lend her thine eye, fweetboy, and flie (hall prove 
The queen of beauty, thou the god of love. 



CCXXII. 

On the Jame SfdsjeSi. * 

CO^ his right, LeomSa her left eye 

Doth want ; yet each,in form,the gods out-vie. 

Sweet boy, with thine, thy flffer's fight improve; 

So {hall fhe Fenus be, thou god of love. 



A 



* Thefe two, and feveral others that I have met with upon 
thisfubjedt, are from a iamousLATiK epigram of a modern 
author j whidi, as well for its exquifite beauty, as to give the 
r^ers the better opportunity of judging of the English, 
we will infert j 

Lumine Aeon dextro, capta (/? Leonilla Jmtfiro'y 

Et pgf/s eftf forma vine ere uterque dens, 
Blande puer^ lumen quod hahes Qoncede forort j 

SU tu ccscm Amor, Jtf crtt ilia Vt^^^- 



A CoUeSfion of Epigrams. 



%.^p^,v^2^^/r' 



^v 



. cxrxxm. 

The Husband: By a Ladf, 

'TpHE poets fing of old, that am'rous jFoo^', 
■* In various (hapes perfofm'd the feat of love. 
Chang'd to a fwan, he rifled LideC^ charms, 
Andy with a rival whitenefs, fiird her arm«.- 
On Danaei lap he fell a golden fliower : 
^Gold is the fureft friend in aQ amour.) 
Now in a bull's, or fatyr's grifly ihape, 
He on fome beauty makes a welcome rape. 
Nor think It ftrange, that^wf^s almighty power, 
Thro' thefe bafe forms, taught females to adore.. 
A likenefs lefs agreeable he try'd, 
He came a Husband to Jmfhytrions bride : 
And, in a husband's ihape, could welcome prove. 
Who muft not own th' omnipotence of Joov ? 



CCXXIV. 
On a certain Writer. 

TTaip of your book is to an index grown ;• 
•*•"■• You give your book f *»/«»;/, your reader none. 



A Collediion of Epigrams. 




CCXXV. 

Written in a Ladfs Table Booky under 
a Prayer to the Virgin Mary. 

Tk the fmooth plane your band engraves^ 
You read your wlihes, and your flave'sw. 
You to the faint ; to you I bow ; 
Nor fear a fuperftitious vow. 



^•^ 



ccxxvr. 

A Lady lately, that was fully fped 

Of all thepleafures of the mairiage-bed-, 
AskM^phyfician, Whether were more fir, 
For Vtnui fports, the morning or the night ? 
The good old.man made anfwer,' as 'twas meet, 
The mprn more wholefbmei but the night more 

fweet : 
Nay then, i'faith, quoth ihe, fmce wehaveldfure, 
Wc'U to't each morn for health, each night for 
pleafure. 



A CoUe£iion of Epigrams. 



CCXXVII. 

"Pine madam Wou'drhe, wherefore fliould you fear, 
■*" That love to make fo well, a child to hear ? 
The world reputes you barren ; but I know 
Your 'pothecary, and his drugs fay no. 
Is it the pain affrights ? that's foon forgot. 
Or your complexion's lofs ? you have a pot 
That can rcftore that. Will it hurt your feature ? 
To make amends, you're thought a wholefomc 

creature. 
What (hould the cauie be ? <— oh, you live^txourt ^ 
And there's both lofs of time, and lofs of fport 
In a great belly : write then on thy womb, 
Of the not Born, yet Buried, here's the tomb. 



CCXXVIII. 

0^ Iji UL us fexton from phyfician Is 

Of liite become; and 'tis not much amifs: 
For now t' inter his care he may apply, 
Ift This,, thofe kill'd in That capacity. * 

* Compare this with N«. XCIX. 

CCXKIX. 



f 



A Cottellion «f Epigrams. 




CCXXIX. * 

/**i TV* m« a girl (if one I needs muft meet) 
^^ Or in her nuptial, or her winding fticet. 
I know but two good hours that women have j / 
One in the bed, another, in the grave. 
This of the whole fex all I would defirc, 
Is to enjoy their aflies, or their fire 



^ ccxxx. 

On a bcauttful Lady with a fine Voice^ 

5T^WAS faJd of old, the ThraciayCs pow'rful fong 
•*• The rocks could move, and melt the Jf;(g:/V« 
thr9ng.i 
And that his wife did fo hi form ex.cell. 
The doating husband fetched, her back from hell : ; 
Bat, what vcrie dprft not feign, in you we fiod ^ 
The tuneful voice, and beauteous frame, conjoined ^ . 
The various charms, united, fhine in thee, 
Of fabled Orpheus and Eurydhe. 

• This f€cms to'bc ak'in to the thougjiti^ N ^ . CLXXX* \ 



A CoUtStion of Epigrams. 

CCXXXI. 
0» <Sfr pRANcis Drake drow% 

"ITTheRE l>raU firft found, there laft he lo 
^ fame, 

And for his tomb left nothing but his name. 
His body's buried under fome great wave, 
The fea that was his glory, is his grave ; 
Of him no man true epitaph can make ; 
For, who can fay, Here lies Sir Francis DraL 



CCXXXII. 
On Corinna'j JViJh. 

nPHAT thefe flowers were men, wilh, Cor 
•^ no more ; 

Vox foon, were they fo, they muft fruirleft ad 
Thereverfe of thy wilh is made plain evVy hi 
By thy cruel inconftance, that man's but a flo 
When he's frelhin his youth,and in gaiety dn 
You freely vouchfafe him a place in your bteal 
But, foon as his bloom^ and beauty decay, 
Like a flo Wer, that's withered, you fling him a^ 



I 's 



CtYL^I 



A CoUeSiion of Epigrams, 

CCXXXIII. 
Turpi. Lucrum Fenerii. 

T^ll' I" in a.wilfulhximour,. needs ^ou'd wed 
. i A .wench of wonder^ but wltl^ura ftotk"; 

Whofe fame no (ooner thro' the ftreets was fpread , 
But thither .ftraight pur chiefeft gallants flock. 

Put cafe flie*s poor, brings fbe not chapmen on ? 

f hope his ftock may ferve to graft upon. 



• 4 • . ►" 



•CCXXXlVi ■ 

. ■ 

Love-Tears. . 

"DOAST notagoldep.rain, ..Ojtft/f ; behold, 
"*^^.Cij^iVd,ercends in ihow'rs more rich than gold. 






ccxxxv. 

T^HAT ignorance* makes devout, if right the 

. option, . . . . , 

Troth, t-R»/«/, thou'rt a man of great devouon. i 



A C&UeSim of Epigrams. 




CCXXXVI. 
Love incancealablt. 

VTTHO can can hide fire ? if 't be uncoverM, Kghtj 
^ - If cover'd, fmoke betrays it to the fight. 
. Love is that fire, which ftiU fome figns affi)rds ; 
If hidy they're fighs ; If open, they are words. 



II I ■ " 



i 



CCXXXVII. — 

'T'HE body which within this earth is laid, 
-■• Twice fix weeks knew a wifis, a faint, a maid, 
Fair maid, chafte wife, pure faint; yet 'tis noc 

ftrange, 
She was a woman, therefore pleasM to change ; 
And now fliers dead, fome woman doth remainf^ 
For ftiU Ihe hopes once to be changM again. 



CCXXXVIII. 

TTTOVLD thou hadft beauty lefs, or virtue molt; 
. ^^ For nothing's uglier, than a pretty whor^. 



A Celj^i^im of Epigrams. 
CCXXXIX. 

X/fY love and I for klffes plaid, 

^^^ She would keep ftakes ; I was content : 

But when I won, Ihe would be paid ; 

I, angry, ask'd her, what {he meant ? 
Nay, fince, quoth ihe, you wrangle thus'In vain, 

Give me my klfTes back ; take your^s again. 



mimi9f^^^'''m0m^mmmmmm^mi^i0mmmmmmmmtmmm,^m»m^mmmmimm^mmmmmmm^mm^ 



cexL. 

■r ■ 

The red Jffiiiiim. 

7\0RIS, a widow, paft her prime, 
•^^ Her fpoufe long dead, her wailings doubles j 
Her real griefs increafe by time. 
And what abates, improves her troubles. 

Thofe pangs, her prudent hopes fuppreft^ 
Impatient now, ihe cannot iinother : 

How ihould the hdplefs woman reil ? 
One's gone i »— nor can ihe get another* 



A CoUe6iion of Epigrams. 

CCXLI. 

The true Reafon. 

^EL IND A ne'er appears till night : 
^ And wliat won't female envy iay ? 
But well flie knows, flie fhines fo bright, 
Her prefence may fupply the day. 



CCXLII. 

^XJLIJ^ young, wanton,' flung the gathcr'd 
J fnow, 

Nor fcar'd I burning from the watry Mow : 
•Tiscoldlcry'd; but, ah! too foon I found, 
Sent by that hand, it dealt a fcorching wound. 
Refiftlefs fair ! we fly thy pow'rin vain. 
Who tura'ft to fiery darts the frozen rain. 
Burn, 'Julia^ biirn like me, and 'that defire, 
With water which thoukindlefl-, quench with fire. 






CCXLIII. 



J-ColkSfian of Epigrams. 




ccxLiir. 

J Cafe to the Civilians. 

^JOKES went,he thought,to Stiies^ t^rife to bed, 
Nor knew his own was laid there inh'er ftead ;. 
Civilian, is the child he then begot 
To be allowed legitimate, or not ? 



, . , ..GCXLIV. , . 

• ■ . 

, j4 Thracian Cuftom. 

^^HE thracian infant, entrlng into life, 

Both parents ^ourn for, both receive with 
grief. 
The Thracian infent fnatcb'd by death aw^y, 
Both parents to the grave with joy convey. 
This, Qruce^Si^ Rome^ you with~derIfion viewj 
This is mere Thracian ignorance to you : 
But if you weigh the cuftom you defpife, 
• This Thracian ignorance may teach the wif^. 

M 4 CC.^\N . 



A CoUeliian ijf Epigrams. 




CCXLV. 

TIThen Pontius wiihM an cdift might be pafs'd, 

That cuckolds fliould into the lea be caft \ 
JflXs wife aiTenting, thus repJyM to him, 
But firft, my dear, I'd have youlearn to fwlm. 



■••<*■ 



CCXLVl 
In Imitation of Marti ALy L. i. E/^, 67. 

D— , tho* with fcraps of others w!t, 
"^"^ You hope a borrow'd fame to gct^ 
Believe me, 'tis an idle thought : 
For fiJence canV, like books, be bought^ 



CCXLVII. 
A Lawyer's Re^utatim. 

TJOw comes it that S^uihtu fliouId pafe for a wit ? 
He fold what he fpoke, and he bought l¥hat 
he writ. 

CCXLVUL 



A CoUeGiion of Epigrams, 




cm: 



CCXLVIIL 

On the Marriage of Ed. Herbert, Efq^-^ 
and Mrs. Elizabeth Herbert. 

Y^UP I D one day ask'd his mother, 
^ When (he meant he ihoald be wed ? 

You're too young, my boy, flie faid ; 
Nor has nature mad^ another, 

Fit to match with CufitT^ bed* 

Csujfid then her. fight direded , 

To a lately wedded pair ; - . 

Where himfelf the.match efieded 3 

They as youthful, they as fair. 

Having, by example, carry'd . 

This firft point in the dlfpute ; 
U^trfel^j next, he (aid's not marry'd : 

Her's with Cufi^s chyms may fuic. 




CCYwW^v 



A CoUeSfion of Epigrams. 




CCUII, 
VEm)s jedUus. ' 

Tf^E NUS calrd Cupid t'other day ; , 

(Her rage flie cauld no longer fmother) ^ 
V^it-h C/m always muft you flay ? 
Where is your duty to your mother ? 

On her inceiSuit you attend : 

Is not ihisjs firrah, very fine f 
And now to her all heartSrmuft bend a. 

Nor^y OM vow at yenui^fhviM, 

Vain fears^ mamma, the urchin cry'd.t 
You ftlU ihall reign o'er gods, and J^vti * 

doe to limits ftrift is ty'd ; 
She rules below; but you above. 



^PBHBMMi 



CCLIV. 
On Maids. 

« 

Tl^OST maids refemble£w,, now In their lives, 
^ '*' Who are no fooner women, but are .wives. 

cclv. 



4, CoMeiJ^on.^^^^^ 




r\tp Orpheus j^ky'i^ 

^Wiitle thoii oioV"* nb*iiig,btit fhy fi€dleftick. 






CCLVI. 

f • » - • . 

T Know not whlthjear la Narciffuf glafs^ 
* Maxcblofs Or/wiit, you ejer few ycmr face ; 
But this J know -7^ with b^^ips alj yoor own, . 
Matchlefs Corinna is eriamour'd grown. 
The youth fome reafoii for his frenzy had ; 
(Vhat made him fo, made many others mad. 
V'oar caufe is lefs, ther^i^ four madnefs more ; 
(Vithout a rival) yoo yourleli^i^ore. 

« this is a kind oV^ m t miikv J^^ ® . XXVIH, and 



•uglit to be read with jt. 

CCLVII. 



A CtlkSmof Epigrams^ 

CCLVII. 
Apollo «ii Dapwne. 

VIThen Phtiiiu &w a ra^ed bart beguile . , 

His love, and kls embraces Intercept, ■' 
The letres, Inftrufled by his griefs tofniile', ' 

Taking frefli growth and verdure as be wept: 
How can, faith he, my woes expeft releafe, 
When tears, the fubjett of my tears Incrcafe! 

His chang'd, yet fcorn -retaining feir he Itlft, 
From thelor'd trunk, pluckingalittlclin^h'i 

And tho' the couqueft which he fought, he miftj 
With chat triumphant fpoll adorns his brow. 

Thus this difdainful maid his aim deceives, 

Where he eipefled fruit he gathers IcavsJ- ■ 




A CoUeSiion of Epigrams. 




^■? 



^asnea 



CCLVIIl. 
ImtaUd from Buch^lnan. 

pHE man * that bcKcV'd a rich hahdfome young 

widow ' ' • ' 

i v'd for "twenty fair y«its,and yet no harm ft!ddb, 
^ong fo many ftrapping, ftout, broad-lhoulder'd 

fellow^, 
iTanted— more than his cye$ j tho' writers won't 

tcU Us; ' • ^ 



r «• 



CCLIX. 

I • ■ . 

f 

An old Man and s jfour^ Wench. 



•■*!-. 



1 

i .Ui oltf ftale widiowjer loving a ydung/wcnth, . / 
Told her, nought but herfelf his love could 

- -— queneh-: — - - • 

ood fir, quoth flie, your luftful fuit withdraw, 
oafliall not thatch .iftynjfew houfe with old ftraw. 



♦ Homer.' 


. f. 

..'1 i ■« ft 




CCLX. 


i ■ 





A ColUBlm of Epigrams. 




I 



CCLX. 
To a L^y who wore PaicbeSk. 

Knaw your heart cannqc fb guilty be,, : ^ ^ 
That you (hould wear thofe fppts for, vanity ; 
Or^' as your beauty's trophies, • put on one. 
For every murder which your eyes have done : 
Mo,they 're your mourning weeds forhearts fbirlom, 
W^f ch,|ho' you muft not lovc,ypu OQu'd not fcornj 
To whom^ fince cruel honour does^eny 
Thofe joys could only cure their mifery : 
Yet you this noble way to gxace *«i»y found, . . 
Whilft thus your grief their martyrdom has 

crown*d : 
Of which take heed you prove not prodigal ; 
For if to every common funeral, . . 
By your eyes mirtyr'd, fuch grace were allowed, 
Youi'iflcc \ronild wear not patches, but a cloud. ", 






CCLXL 

A *— they fay has wit, for what ? 

For writing ? « No j for writing not. 

CGLXa. 



A CoUeWim of Epijgratns. 




CCLXII. 

AuLus 4»//'<^ALENUs r Imitated 
from Buchanan, 

.T Gave Calenus onztt^ civil dun> 
•*He, courtier-llke,cryM'-Pr'ytficc get thee gonc;^ 
The iiim was*— OH, five thoufand fefterce^ ;. 
Thus crofs'd, I went to jiulus for advice t 
He bade me proiiecute ; and fwore it was 
Nothing^ mojFe juft : -<^ fo undertook thiei cau{e,. 
When feme five years he'd bad th^affiur In hand. 
For fouxfQore pounds he makes a (mall dem^d. 
Left the remainder of my caufe Ihould wafte 
Th.* unequal ftock both, gf my day.s anichcft ; 
What fhould I do ? « — I found, without a paufe^ 
I left my lawyer, and I dropp'd my caufe* 
Sure to be deaf whene'er Calenus ties 
Hi&kcMtour, or when^tf/ux ihalladvlfe. 
D'ye ask which moft I'd fltua? — my ftory ttUs^ 
Calenus ^wj me words, but Avtvf /(f*r. 

mm 



A CoUe^ion of Epigrams. 



CCLXIII. 

On the Expuljim of a Menhir of the 
Houfe if Commons, for an Attempt 
to bribe a Member of the Secret 

Committee; ■ ' . ' 

nPo raife a lady's expe&ations high, [nigh • 

• With hopes of feme approaching blifs that's 
To tempt her to her chamber; fliut the door ; 
Then make acknowledgments ; and da no more : 
Has Ihe not reafon loudly to complain 
Of— the corrupt intention of the fwain ? 



CCLXIV. 

^O R NUTUS caird his wife both whoreanJflut; 
^ Quoth ihe, You'll never leave your brawling-, 

kut r-' 

But what, quoth he ? quoth flie, Your poft or door, 
For you have horns to tuf, if Tm a whore. 



CCLXV. 



ACoUeSiiffn ^Epigrams. 




CCLXV, 

• « 

0» Che V 'rill the Lawyer. 

^O caufe, nor client fat will Chevrill Icefe, 

Bat, as they eome, on both fides^ he takes'fees, 
.Rd pleaieth both : for while lie melts his gfeafe 
or This, That wins,for whom he holds his peace* 

I ' • 

CCLXVL 
On the fame. 

'^HEV'*R IL L cries out, my verfes libels are, 
* And threatens the Star-chamber and the bar ; 
Tiat are thy petlant pleading?, C*^V/^, then, 

bat quit'ft the caufe^ and raileil at the mei\ ? 

•I ■ 

r ^ v. 



r - ••— I ««. 



CCLXVII. ' ^ ' 

. ... ♦. '. 

^R*TTH£E is not mifs Clo/s^ comical.cafe? :'^ • 
She lends oat her tail, «nd jQie borrow htt &ce. 

N z CCLKVUV 






A (IMiBitm of Epigrams. 



pi " • • 




^y- 



CCLXVIII. 
Uptm one fiealing a Pound of Candles. 

T IGHT-FJINGEII^ Cii^^^,tokeep his hands in ui#, 
'*^ Stole any thing ; of thh you may be furc, 
That he thinks all his own which once he handkSi 
For praftice fake, did fieal a pound of candles ; 
Was taken in the aft : oh^ fooliih wight ! 
To fteal fuch things as needs muft come to i/iht, 



*«> 



CCLXIX. 
On a Welshman. 

A Manof W^^/!f/,betwixtSt. D/i'v/Zs day and £4/?ir, 
Baa inbisJipft^fs* fcore, for cheefe great ftorc, 
a tefter : 
His hoftefs chalks it up behind the door^ 
And faySyFor cheefcyCome fir,dircharge this fcore : 
Cotzouftd^ quoth he, what meaneth thefo ? ; " 
Vy^ t&ink hw know not chalk from cheefe ? ' 

CCLXX. 



A C^lledlim of Epigrams. 

CCLXX. 
On a Tree cut in Paper. 

R hand, that can on virgin-paper write, 
'et from the ftain of ink prefcrvc it whitc^ 
fe travel o'er that filver field does fliow, 
track of. leverets in morning fiiow ; 
's image thus in pureft minds is wrought, 
Loiit a ffkitx>r Uemilh to the thought; 
ige that your fingers flieuld the pencil {btl, 
tout the help of colours, or of oil : 
hoi' a painter houghs a^id leaves can make^ 
you alone can make them bend andfhake, 
fe breath. falutea your new.created grove, 
fouthern winds, and makes it gently move. 
tus Qould maketiitffereft dand?, but you 
make the.motiqa ancL the fereft coo. 

CCLXXI. 

''HILST from th^ tears young widows flied. 

Their pious grief youfcan, 
w, 'tis not for the husband dead 
iieywQSP; but for the man. 



A CoUeciion of Epigrams. 



CCLXXU. 

J ' ' ' ' 

. On His Majesty's Birth T>ajf. . . 



♦r 



fVhich happerid the Day after the 
Restoration. 



T\IANjij watchful o^er young .^ffr»o»-s fiits^ 
•^^^". Helper divine, does on Olpufi^ wart^ 



■I 



Anxious from (lately Epbefus rttive&y' .\ 
Leaves the fam*d temple to devouring; fir6s ; . 
Concerned. to introduce fo great a name, . 
Suffers her dome to perifli in a flame. 
So whilft our blefling yet lay unreveafd^ . 
A happy burden in the womb cbaceaTd^ 
Sofhia was the charge o£ ev'ry fkar.j ... 
No lefs employ was Providences care ; 
Brf><wfffrtr4ab'riBg, wkh convuKions tornj— 
Charles coxJd not be reftor'd, till Qeor^e was bom. 





r 

\ m 



•'l . 






ccLxxni. 



A Colk6ii(m of Epigrams. 



CGLXXIII. 

£ loves brily sAe, Ihe vows ; 
Ind yet will have another : 
; refpIvM to hate her fpoufe, 
jilt her dcareft lover. 

^pocrites the church frequent, 
out of pure devotion ; 

be counted each a fainr, 

gain himfelf promotion. 



CCLXXIV. 

JR7r LovB. 

[bear ; 
ove-i-— to live — -juft the fame meaning 

r he that loves not, has of life no ihare : 

Dre a confort heaven ordain'd for man, 

ig all bleffings had been elfe in vain. 

• •1 .«. .. jj ••. 

CCLXXV. 



A CoUedtim of Epigrams. 

CCLXXV. 
Agamjl LovB. 

»T^O lave — toperllii-— tbelkme meanln^bavcr 
^ Had manne'erlov'dy.heiie'erhadbetnaibye: 
When heaven forbad the tree oif knowledge mft) 
Not forming woman, maahad ne'er been curft* 



- \ " 



MiviiWH^p^pia^«»^hWi»>p^*"^ 



* *. i 



CCLXXVL 

'Y'e fons of Af<rr>, your courage Boalf no monre, 

Since we that feel Belindas fatal power 
More danger knq V than you^- What, tho* youVc 

been 
Where cannons XQtT\^ and horrpr fwells the fcene^ 
With flying fquadrons quit the dufty plain,. 
Retreat from death, to live and fight agfuoi. 
In wari but one may of a hundred dis,,. 
In love we know not what it-is to fly i 
For only one canhagpy b$,,aj|;id live, . . , 

Of thoufands, who Btlindas darts receivci 



CCLXXVIt 



A ORettion of Bpigramsr 




^ '-A "^y 



r ' '4 ' ^ ' < 



eCLXXVIL 

On the Tromotim of "Dr. T to the 

See of Ca— .ry. 

TITHENM^^rt ftmy fon undertook the old caufe 
Of delivering ten tribes from flavery to 

laws, 
Left the job fhould be fpoird, or done but by halves. 
He took his priefts from the mob, and his god 

from the calves : 
But our hero,more wife, the deliverers out-vied all. 
Made a calf the high prieft, and himfelf the calf's 

idol. 






CCLXXVIII. 
On Owen Swan'j Tobacco^Papers. 

^npHjB aged S:»0nj opprefs'd by time and cares, 
-■• With Indian fweets his funeral prepares ; 
Light u{> the pile, thus he*ll perfume the skies, 
Andy phcenix-Uke, from his own aihes rife* 



A Cotte&im of Ep^anis, 




GCLXXIX. 
Imitated from Buchanan.* 

Cp HTLZ IS, my thoughts you often pray, 

About your face's wearkg^ 
Yet never credit what I lay, 
I7ntil you hear me fwearing. 

Then may I w^int a place to.dweH in; 

Anid a kind buxom ihe. 
If I think L^dsj nay or Heltn, 

Can be compared with thee. 



.^ 



For heroes did thefe damfels woe, 
Yet iighM in fober fadnefs : 

Whoever falls in love with yoii, 
Runs headlong intomadnefs. 



.• Tbii eplgiam is Imitated alio by aiiodl^ banj, Ibe 
l<i«.CCXIX: the original is'too long to be given here» but 
in fomc mearurc to enable our readers to judge of thcfctiNt 
I)ef tormancesy xbt laft line, whid; containstfac RiOBt ih 

Sftlf Jt fujpjuu smutu^ Leojiora, furit. 



KSI^XISi^ 



'4 CptU^m of Epigrams> 




CCLXXX. 
On Fiawers embroidefd fy a ywng Ladjf^ 

.'T^His <ilttrming bcdrf-flowcrs^ tirlien ^/wi» Tpy^J, 
, fiyF/ifoz/Vs needle wrought; cnrag'd, flie cry*d, 
»l:til tb be vanquIIhM by her, is my dooni. 
Mine early fade, but her^s {hall ever bloom ; 
Bloom like her fkee, that ftings me to the heart ; 
SorpafsM in beauty, as exCellM in art. 



CCLXXXL 

'^ AN forms> like yours, want ornaments of drefs ^ 

Beauty, like truth, fcines molHn n^it^^wfy/^. 
DrefliAg ffiay Ikreen d&fbrmities from view } ^ 
But e*en adornment dees but jhinhii^j^uV 
Moft but by. what they wear, are lovely made t 
You» madam, lofe, whene'er yeu feek fucbaid^ 
WhiJc fome but hide defeds^ and drefs to aiik^ ' 
Voo .^i^^notfaing, buc what vcii'd a charmv 



O t CCUKC^W 



A CoUett'tm of Cpigriims. 




CCLXXXII. 

W D CW/Vs perfon and her mind agree^ 
•*^ What mortal could behold her, and be free? 
But nature has. In pity to mankind. 
Enrich d the image, and defac'd the mind. 



CCLXXXIII. 

To the Right Honourai/e A^kthUr, 
Earl of Anglesey. 

Tf the old Samian'* doftrineof fplrits be true, 
•*• Then Cicero's foul does penance in you ; 
For 7«'v^, when he Taw him fo fond of applaule, 
IVhlch fway*d him much moxt than the client or 

caufe. 
Det^ipin'd bis foul to your body to doom, 
Grest as \^hen firft he aftonilh'd old JBLome ; 
With all bis own virtues, a fuond time bleisM, 
And fortitude added to crown a;ll the reft : 
But to check the vainglory that reign*d In his jj^/nV, 
He giyc/ou an sj^ that can't bear your own merit. 

* Fytkaoohas, who faSt taught the tranfmigration of 
SoaJs, wasof SAMQt« 



A ColUSiim of Epigrams.' 




CCLXXXIV. 

On hearing an ugly fVoman Jtng. 

■^Tow fhame purfue my meddling iight j 

Would I had been all car to night I 
Sweet is her voice as flowers in Juut^ 
But ne'er was face fo out of tune ; 
Lower than ^arnut are her eyes. 
Her nofe does above eh rife 1 
Were I to chufc myfelf a dear, 
Not by my eye, but by my car, 
Here I would fix > could I but woe 

The found, without the fubftance too. 
Some womeh arc ail tongue — and oh 1 
What joy 'twould be, were this but fo ! 
Harmonious gods ! to eafe my mind, 
Or ftrikc her dumb^ cr make me blind. 



H 



CCLXXXV. • 

ERE lies my poor Wife, wirhout bed cr blanket ; 
But dead as a doornail j God be thanked. 

O Z CCLXXXVL 



A OlUiiion of Epigrtttifi 




CCLXXXVI. 
On a Welsht^an. 

' A IVelJhman coming late into an inn, 
*^ Ask'd the maid what meat there was' wltbinF? 
Cow-heels, fhe anfwer'd, and a breaft of mutton % 
But, quoth the Welfhnimty iince I am no glutton^ 
Either of both fhall ferve ; to night the breaft. 
The heels i'the morning, then light meat is befl ; 
At night he took the breaft, and did not pay^ 
I'the momin^'tookhis heh^ and ran away. 



■MB" 



CCLXXXVII. 
On Faustus. 

[why, 
T^ji US TITS ftabb'd Flora, and would you know 

"^ He being a foldier, flie gave him the lye \ 

Nay, yet the defperate wench would not refrain 

To give him the lye, till he ftabb'd her again. 

ccLxxxvm. 



A CoUeffion of Bplgratm: 




M- 



CCLXXXVIII. 

7, a poet ! why thouVt merry ; 



But, pry'thtfc, wherc's thy judgment, Jirryi 
, . What he, with his damn'd f uftian ftrains ? 
Believe me, if to the mufes he 

belongs, their pack-horfe he muft be. 
To bear what Pegafuf difdains. 



rt«a 



CCLXXXIX. 

On a Civilian. 

A LuRy, old, griave, grey-headed fire, 
^ ^ Stole to a wench to quench his luft's defiV^ ; 
She ask'd him, what profeflion he might be ? 
I am Axlyil-lawyer, girl, quoth he : 
A <ivil-lawyer, fir ? you make me muft, 
Your talk's too broad for civil men to uft : 
If CiviMawyers are fuch bawdy men, 
Oh what, quoth &e, are other lawyers then * 



A CoIleSim of Epigrams! 





^£ ^ _ 



ccxc. 



. Tv 



On a Lady who wrote in Vraife 

of Mir A. 

^ITJThile flie pretends to make the graces known 
Of matchlefs Mlra^ flie reveals her own j 
^nd when (he would another^s praife indite. 
Is by her glafs inftni&ed how to write. 



CCXCI. 

On CORACIKE. 

TTTThat Criffulut 1$ that, in a new gown,- 
^^ All trim'd with loops, and buttons up and 

down ? . ♦• 
Tha« leans there on his arm, in private chat 
With thy young wife ? what Cr/fpulus is that ? 
He's proftor of a court, thou fay 'ft, and does 
Some bufinefs of thy wife's : tbou brainlefs goofe, 
He does no bufinefs of thy wife's, not he, 
He does thy bufinefs, Coracine, for thee. 

CCXCII. 



A ColleStim of Epigrams^ 




i>>t: 



CCXCII. 

To one married to an old Man. 

.ClKC% thouwouMftneedsy bewitch'd with fome 

ill charmSy 
Be buryM in thofe monumental arms ; 
Ail we can wifh, is. May that earth lie light] 
Upoti thy tender limbs \ and fo good night. 



CCXCIII. 
To Play WEIGHT. 

'f^LAT' WK IGHT me reads, and ftill my 
*• verfes damns, 

He fays, I want the tongue of epigrams ; 
I have no (alt; no bawdy he doth mean: 
For witty« in his language, is obfcene. 
flt^'Wrighty I loath to have thy manners known 
In my cbafte book ) profefs them in thine own. 

CCKCIY. 



A Colk^ion of Epigrams. 



^vus 




CCXCIV. 

Femin^e ludificantur virosJ - 

ITlNO Kstherim kift her husband w\th thefp 

*^ words, 

Mine own fwcet JViU^ how dearly I love thee ! 
If true, quoth Will, the world no fuch oflfords ; 

And that 'tis true, I durft his warrant be. 
For ne^er heard I of woman, good or lU^ 
But always loved beft her own fweetif?//. 



tm. 



ccxcv. 

Tunc tua res agitur. 

A Jealous merchant that a failor met, 

AskM him the reafon, why he meant to marry ?. 
Knowing what ill their abfence might beget, 
That ftlU at Tea conftrained are to tarry :. 
Sir, quothi the falter, think you that fo fttange ? 
'Tis done the timewfaiJe youbut walk the Vhanget 

CCXCVI. 



A CoUeBm of EpigramfJ 




CCXCVI. 

On the Death of M a ry. Count efs of 

Pembroke. 



TTnDeRneath this fable hearfe, 
^^ Lies the fubjeft of all verfe, 
iidncy^% fifter, Pembroke s mother ; 
Death, e'er thou hs^ft kill'd another, 
JFair, and learned, good, as fhe^ 
Time fiiali throw his dart at thee. 



CCXCVIL 
On Women. 

TTtroMEN arc books, and men the readers be, 

* In whom oft times they great errata's fee ; 
Here fometimes we a blot, there we efpy 
A leaf mifplacM, at leaft a line awry : 
If they are books, I wifh that my wife were 
An almanack^ to change her every year. 



A QoUtBm of Epigrams.^ 




CCXCVIIL 
In uxorcm optatam.* 

A B^tchelor would have a wife that's wife, 
Fair, rich, and young, a maiden, forbisbed| 
Nor proud, nor churlifh, but of faultlcfi Czc, 
A country houfewife, in the city bred. 

But he's a fool, and long In vain hath (laid ; 
He Ihould befpeak her \ there's none ready made* 



^ 



ccxcix. 

Martial, Lib. i, Epig. 69. 

T ET ?^ufus weep, rejoice, (land, fif, orwalk| 
^^ Still he can nothing but of Nievia talk ; 
Let him eat, drink, ask quefilons, ordifpute^ 
Still he muft fpeak of Navia^ or be mute. 
He writ to's father, ending with this line, 
I am, my lovely i^dvla^ ever thine. • 



ccc 



A ColleSiim of EpigMimr 

* 

ccc 

. Epitaph on Cardinal Richlieu. 

Ctay, traveller — for all you want is near : 

Wifdom and pow'r I feek — They both lie here. 
Nay, but I look for more, and raife my aim, 
To Wit, tafte, learning, elegance, and fame -t— 
Here ends your journey then ; for there the ftorc 
Of Richlieu lies — A^as ! repeat no more : 
^hame on my pride ! what hope is left for me, 
When here death treads on all that man can be ? * 



cccr. 

In ftoiidum; 

A Juftice walking o'er the frozen Thumer^ 
"^ ^ The ice about him round began to crack, 
Hefaidto'sman, Here is fome danger, 7^110^/, 
I pr*ythee help me over on thy back. 



Citcx\. 



4 ColkBm of Ei>igram9. 




GCGII. 
To his Quill. 

npRdTJ haft been wanton ; therefore it \% mcel 
•* Thou (hould'ft do penance : do it in a flicct* 



CCCIIL 
The Cure rf LoVe. 

TIThin, Chey I (fonfefs my t^aln, 
^^ In gentle words you pity Ihow | 
JBut gentle woris.are jfl in vain, 
Such gales my flame bvt higher blow, i 

Ah, Ohe^ would you Cure the fmart 
Your Conq^ring eyes have keenly made, 

Yourfelf, upon my bleeding heart, 
Yourfelf, fair Che^ muft be laid. 

Thus for the viper's ftkig we kno^ 

No furer remedy Is found, 
Than to apply the torturing ifbe, 

And fgueeze bis venom on the wound. 

ecciv< 



A-CaUeSim of Epigrattas. 




.1^<- 



cccm 



Written by a Gentleman looking at 
himfelf m a Glafs. 

, TIT^HEN I xevolve this cvancfcent lUtc, 

V^ How fleeting is its form, how ihort Its da$e % 
My .beiog and my ftay dependant ftiil, 
Not on my own, but on another's will ; 
laskmyfelf) as I my image view. 
Which is the real iba^ow of the two ? 



«M*i 



cccv. * 

Tf: death muft come as oft as breath departs/ 
'*• Then he muft often die who often farts > 
And if to die, be but to lofe one's breathy 
Then death^s a.fart 5 and fo a fart fbr death. 



*- We tbink the eooxfenefs and indelicacy of this epigrtm 
abundantly atton'd for, by its poinanry cf thought, and pica* 
'ftntnds of conceit, yrbich jiiftly entitle it to a place in thi5 
CoUeetioa . 



A CoUeBion of Epigrams^ 

CCCVL 
On the Spectator. 

* VIThen firft the TdtliT to a mute was tum'd, 

Grtat Britain for her cenfor's (ilence mourn'dt 
Rob1)'d of his fprightly beams, ihe wept the night, 
Till the SfeBator rofe, and blazM as bright. 
So the firft man the fun's firft fetting view'd. 
And figh'd till circling day his joys renewed \ 
Yet doubtful how that (econd fun to name. 
Whether a bright fucceflbr, or the fame : 
So we ; but now from this fufpenfe are freed, 
Since all agree, who both with judgment readj 
*Tis the fame fun, and does himfelf fucceed. 



I. J 



f 



CCCVI 
jinger foon appeafed. 

TX/^HEN ^•hn Cwnutus doth his wife reprove. 
For being falfe and faithJefs in her love ;' 
His witc, to fmooth thofe wrinkles on his brow, 
Doth ftop his mouth, with, J9hn\ $9mc kifs mt mw. 



A CoUcSiion of Epigraraj. 




CCCVIII. 



^ 



yttaph on Mr. HarcourtV Tomb : 
fVritten by Mr.Vo^'E. 

Po this fad Cirlne, whoe'er thou art, draw near.. 
Here lies the friend moft wept, the Jon moft 
dear, 
/ho ne'er knew joy but frlendfliip might divide, 
or gave his father grUf—hyix, when he died. 
[ow vain is reafon ! eloquence how weak ! 
^hen Pope muft.tell, what Har court cannot fpeak, 
et let thy once lov'd friend infcribe the ftone, 
nd with a fatlier's forrows, niix his own. 

h no \ 'tis vain to ftrive it will not be; 

grief that can be told, Is felt for thee> 



CCCIX. . ._ 

n a Riding Houfe turrid into a Chapel. 

I Chapel of the riding-houfe i^ made, 
* Thus we once more fee ChriBrin manger laid, 
here ftill we find the jockey-trade fupply 'J, . ^ 
ae lay/nen tridled,.and the clergy ride. 

P cccx. 



A CoUeSiim of Epigram^ 




cccx. 

Efitaph m a Man and his Wife 

Ctay, batchelor ! if you have wit, 

A wonder to behold ; 
Husband and wife, \r\ one dark pity 
Lie ftil], and never fcold. 

Tread firftly the', for fear fhe wakes—— 

Hark, fbe begins already : 
YouVe hurt my head— my fhoulder akes*-^ 

Theft fots can ne'er move fteady. 

> 

Ah fHehd, with happyy freedom bleflr. 
Sec how my hope's mifcarry'd ; 

Kot death itfelf can give you reft> 
Unlefs you die unmarried. 




CCCXI. 
A lame Beggar. 

T Arti unable, yonder beggar cries, 

-■• To ilaAd kr mx> yc \ if he frfys true, he ft/. 



A Cotte^ioH cf^ £pigcims. 




cccxii. 

riTH the fpoure of ITott Btuf^ to that fame a 

well-wIIIer, 
leighb'ring ploughman had oft been familiar : 
; husband this learning, flies fwift to the field, 
3, fwordinhand, enters where then the clown 

tiird; ■ ' 

I fwagg'ring,out bellows, while yet at a diftance, 
.05 friend— did'ybti tend mY rib your affiftance, 
furnifh my forehead ? here Hn^gey£oT the nonce, 
: the plough, ' arid fooii pick'd up a skirtful of 

ftones— • 
n, on the defenfive — >► Ychxr wife 1 have rid-r-^ 
, it's well 70U coirfersf*d'it;*'yery ^ell that 

you did ; 
v**!! knows what YevehgeT defigfli*d to have 
taken, 
this ample confeflio^n luft quite fav'd your 
bacon. 






P 1 CCCWJ\. 



A ColUBidn of Epigrams. 




CCCXIU. 
The Antiquary. 

Tf in his ftudy he hath fo much care 

To haiig all old ftrangc things,let's wife beware 



CCCXIV. 

T^ijinherited. 



^THlY father all from thee, by bis laft win> 
^ Gave to the poor \ thou haft good title filll. 






cccxv. 

"ITThence comes It that In CUr»% face, 
^ The lilly only has ja place ? 
Is it, that the abfent rofe 
Is gone to paint her husband'^ nofe ? 



cccxvi. 



A CoUeSiion of Epigrams. 



CCCXVL 

^Liyijl*s gay, but looks devout, 
^ And fcripture proofs Ihe throws about. 

When firft you try to win herj 
tut pull your fob of guineas out, 
?ee Jenny firft, and never doubt 

To make the faint a flnner. 

Baxter by day is her delight ; 
^o chocolate muft come in fight, 

Before two morning chapters : 
)ut, left the fpleen fhould fpoil her quite, 
»he takes a civil friend at night, 

To raife her holy raptures. 

Jo have I feen a glow- worm gay, 
Ml night her fiery tail difplay, 

Encourag'd by the dark ; 
^nd yet the fullen thing all day, 
Snug in the lonely thicket lay, 

Afii hid the native fpark. 



sf ^ 



CCCYwNW 



I 



A ColIeSiion of Epigrams^ 




eccxvii. 

yerjes pinrid to a Sheet in which d Laif 
fiood to dp Tenance m the Church. 

TJeRE ftand I, for whores as great 
■*•■*• To caft a fcornful eye on ;, 
Should each whore here be doom'd a iheet^ 
You d foon want one t^ lie on* 



CCCXVIII. 

Cays fir J9hn to my lady, as together they ftt, 

My dear,fliall we fup firft, or do you know what? 
With an innocent fmile, replied the godd lidy, 
Sir 'John^ what you pleafe— but fupper*s not refadyv 



cccxix. 

On a great Houfe adorrid with Statues] 



'T'he walJsare thick, the. fervants thin, 
. ^ The gods without, the devil within. 



VICXY^. 



j4 CoileStion of EpigtamS.- 



r^^^^ 




"^i^ 



cccxx. * 

pAiR UrJIyy in a merry mood, 
Confultcd her phyficiaiiy 
What time was beft to ftir the blo^d 
And fpirits, by coition. 

Quoth IVoodwardy If my judgment's "ght, 

And anfwer worth returning, 
YouMl find it pleafanteft o'er night, 

Moft whokibme in the morning. 

Quoth 17>>5', Then, for pleafurcV fake 

Each ev ning will I take it ; 
And evVy mormng, when I wAke^ 

My conftant phyfick make it. 



•Thisisaverfionof a L at isr epigram Written By Afkibax, 
Crvcexjs •, the reader 'will £nd an imitation of it. Ik^, 
CCXXVJL. 





^^^/'ys 



cc.co\. 



A CoUe6iim of Epigrams. 



.y<*» 




CCCXXI. 

The Contejf. 

Come fay, that fignior Bononcinlf 

Compared to Handely's a mere ninny : 
Others aver, that to him Handd 
Is {carcely fit to hold a candle. 
Strange that fuch high difputes fhould be 
.^Tvrixt tweedle-dam and tweedle-dee. 



CCCXXII. * 

'T^HE fame allegiance to two kings he pays, 
*^ Swears the fame fkith to borh,and bothbetrays. 
No wonder if to fwear he*s always free. 
Who has t two gods to fweai- by, more than we. 



* This was occafion'd by a femoiis divine's taking the oaths 
to King William. * 

t He bad been conccm'd in a coiitrovcrfy about the Tiinitjr, 
wJvichhe maintain d to riicii a doipciatc degree, tnat p'^opus 
caU'd him a believer ot three diftiiici gods. 



% 



CCCXXIII. 



A K}otle5{i(m of Epigrams: 

CCCXXIIL 
On the Earl of Macclesfield. 

^niT^HEN Ae ftals were deliver'd to Macclesfield's 

charge, 
Each god for apfprovlng, gave reafons at Iftrgie : 
But >^/>o^tf excepted, and faid, So much wit, 
Withfuch elcfquence jom'd, for that charge waS 

unfit; 
Left tlie injur'd, who at his tribunal appeared, 
And put in their complaints, with Intent to be 

heard, 
Should feed on the honey that dropp'd from hi$ 

tongue, 
And, charm'd by his fpeaking, forget their own . 

wrong. 
Minerva too added — ^ * His prudence is fuch, 

* As not to indulge his own judgment too much ; 

* And whoe'er he confults, I clearly forefee, 

* Muft be fome who know lefs oiF the matter than he t 

* Old authorsjfor inftance— thus men ftiall bemoan, 

* That he fuch opinions prefers to his own. ' 

Jow heard, and thus calmly deliver'd his thoughts,' 

* No man is more guilty of thefe, and fuch faults 5 

* Yet ftill I've one reafon for which he is given, 

* To flaew men how juftice is praftis'd in hcav'n/ 



r • 




A ^olleiiion oj Epigrams. 



vi'^*^''^ ^I; 



CCCXXIV. 
A Liyvefs Anger. 

A S Che came into the room t'other day, 
^^I,peevllh,began, Where fo long could youftay ? 
In your life-time you never regarded your hour j 
You promised at two, and pray look, child, 'tis four: 
A lady's watch needs neither figures nor wheels, 
^ Tis enough that 'tis loaded with baubles and feals ; 
A temper fo heedlefs no mortal can bear— — 
Thus far I went on with a refolute air. 
Lord blefs me, cry'd Ihe, let a-body but fpeak ; 
Here's an ugly hard rofe-bud fell into my neck, 
tt has hurt me, and vext me to fuch a degree. 
But I know you wou'd never believe one, pray fee, 
On the left fide my breaft,what a mark it has made: 
So faying, her bofom Ihe carelefs difplay'd ; 
That feat of delight I with wonder furvey'd. 
And forgot ev'ry word I defign'd to have laid. 





cccxxv. 



A Colle^ion of Epigrams. 




cccxxv. 

O;^ M I R A N D A and her JVritmgs^ 

p aCh foftning charm of CUVs fmiling fong j 
Montague's foul, which fliines divinely tf rong j 
Thefe blend with graceful eafe, to form thy rhime^ 
Tender, yet chafte ; fwect-founding, yet fublime z 
(Vifdom and wit have made thy works their care % 
Each paflion glows, refin'd by precept there j 
To fair Miranda's form each grace is kind ; 
The mufes and the virtues tune thy mind. 



■* I I I tut. 



iftaaa 



CCCXXVL 

A Lady wrote upon a JVindow fome 
Verfes, intimating her T>eJ^n of never 
marrying j a Getitleman wrote thefe 
Lines underneath. 

T^HE lady, who this refoktion took^ 

^ Wrote it on glftls ; toiOiewitihottldbebroke; 



AXLt^eUionof EpigtamsJ 

cccxxvit 

A Ounce's Speech at Sthool. 

•T^HE more I ftrive to learn, the lefs I kBOW^ 

Thus, like a lobfter, do I backward go ; 
In vain you teach what I can't comprehend, 
Either your method, or my judgment mend* 




CCCXXVIII. 

TTThen I had purchased a frefli whore, or coat, 
^*^ For which I knew not how to pay, 
£ixtuf^ that wretched covetous old for, 
My ancient friend, as he will lay : 

Left I fliould borrow of him, took great care, 

And mutter'd to himfelf, aloud, 
^0 as he knew I could not chufe but hear, 

How much he to Secundus ow'd : 

And twice as much he paid for intereft, 
Kor haduone fsrthing in his trufty cheft. . 
If I had ask'd, I knew he would not lend ; 

riis new, bcforc-hand to deny a friend. 



A CoUeSiim of Epigramg: 




CCCXXIX. 

'T'hat thoudoft caflia brcathe,and fbreign gumy, 

Enough to put thy miftrefs into fits ; 
Tho' Rom^ thy hair, and Spain thy gloves perfumes, 
Few like, but all fufpeft thofe borrow*d fweets. 
The gifts of various nature come and go, 
He that {juells always w^ll, does never fo. 



cccxxx. 

T& an angry Rival. 

^^is not the fear of death or fmart, 
■*• Makes me avcrfe to fight \ 

But to preferve a tender heart, 
Not mine, but Cdlias right. 

Then let your fury be fuppreft, 

Not me, but Calia fpare j 
Your fword is welcome to my breaft. 

When Cdlla is not there. 



Q I CCCKVX\. 



A ColleSiim ^Epigrams. 




\e: 



CCCXXXI. 

I 

Tf thdu doft want a horfc, thoH buy'ft a fcore ) 
Or if a piece of wine, thou'lt have a tun ; 
Swords-bclts or hats, does any cheat bring o*cr, 
At his own rate, thou wilt have all or none. 
Whilft out of wantonneft thou buy'ft fo faft. 
Out of mere want thou wilt fell all at laft. 



CCCXXXII. 

T> HR y 27fi, as odious as youth well can be, 

The daughter of a courtier in high placCi 
Met with a blund*ring fot that could not fee ; 
JHis blindnefs Ihe, and that excus'd her face. 

Were flie not ugly, Ihe would him dcfpife ; 
Nor would he marry her, if he had eyes : 
To their defefts they're for the match in debt, 
And, but for faiUts on both fides, ne'er bad met. 



CCCXXXHL 




A ColleSiion of Epigram?. 




CCGXXXIII. 
On the Tragedy of C^sar in JEcYFt.- 

<V UL I USy whatever realm enjoys thy ghoft, 
jf . Elyjlum or the fphere, forbear to boaft 
Thy loves and trophies on the Pbarian coaft. 

Thy fame is rack'd on Fortunes various wheels 
And forc'd a more inglorious wound to feel 
From C-^birs pen, than thou from C/ifcas ftecl. 

Why, blind to dcftlny, wiH man prefume, 
With politick defence, t'evade his doom, 
And change a prefent ill for worfe to come ? 

HI fated thou ! ovf Pharmaeufas ftrand, 
To bribe for life a buccaneering band, 
Yqc perifli by one poor wit-pirate's band. 






^ 



Q 4. cccxxxiv; 



A CoUeSfm of Epigrams; 




CCCXXXIV. 

Q» the Sixth Night of the Jfitne. » 

'ITP'HBK the packed audience from their pofk \j 

rctir*d, 
And 7«//V/, in a gen*ral hifs, cxpirM, 
Sage Vi99th to Q-^her cryM, Compute our gains, 
Thefe dogs of ^gy^t^ and their dowdy queans 
But ill requite thefe habits and thefe fcenes. 
To rob OorntiSe for fuch a mottley piece ; 
His geefe were fwans— but, xoons, thy fwans awj" 
Rubbing his firm invulnerable brow> [geefe— 
The bard rcply'd, The criticks muft allow, 
'Twas ne'er in C^tfars deftlny to Run. 
Wilkf bow'dy and blefl; the gay pacifick pun^ 



cccx3i;xv. 

"ITTHEN Jrria to her Z^t^s gave the fteel^ 
^^ Whichfromher bleeding fide did newly part ;; 
from my own ftroke, faid (he, no pain I feel, 
Bttti ah I thx wound will ftab me to the heart. 



C££KSX?CL 



A CoUeSiion of Epigraiml 



^i^^ssmmsamsi^ 



CCCXXXVI. 

Tf, Sc^va^ for more friends you care, 
•^ Which thy great merit cannot vrant, 
For me an humble place prepare ;. 
That I am new make uo complalntv 



Your deareft friends were ftrangers once, like me,* 
Like them, in time, I an old friend may 
If you no want^of ftiendly virtues fee, 



, like me,* % 
ay be, > 



cccxxxvir. 

The Maidenhead. 

^L ORIS, the prettieft girl about the town„ 
^ Ask'd fifty guineas for her maidenhead ; 
1 laugh'd ^ but Cafcu/ paid the money dowii, 
And the young wench did to his chamber. lead. 

This thrift my eager Catfi^ did upbraid, 

And wifli*d that be had grown 'twkt GsfcMi^ 
thighs ; 

Get me but half what his got him, Ifaid, 

And,, tacontcnt thee, 1% ne'er ftick at price. 



A CoUeBim of Epigrams. 




CCCXXXVIII. 

To a Lady of Vleafure. 

Ti/fY heart is proud your chains to wear, 

But reafon will not ftoop j 
I love that angel's face, but fear 
The ferpent in your hoop. 

That circle is a magick fpell, 

To make the wifeft fall, 
Its centre black and deep, like heU, 

Contains the devH and all. 

Your eyes difcharge the darts of love ; 

But oh what pains fucceed \ 
When darts ihall pins and needles prov?. 

And love a fire indeed* 



^ 



CCCXXXIX. 

npHAT thy wife coughs allnight,and fpits all day, 

Already thou belie v'ft thy fortune made ; 
Her whole eftate thou think*ft thy fudden prey : 
She will not die, but wheedles like a jade. 

CCCXL. 



A ColleSiion of Epigrams. 




CCCXL. 

[town, 
YIT'HAT bufineft, or what hope brings thee to 

^ ^ Who can'ft not pimp, nor cheat, nor fwear 

nor lie? 

This place will nourifh no fuch idle drone : 

Hence ; in remoter parts thy fortxine try. 

But thou haft courage, honefty, and wit, , 
And one, or all thefe three will give thee bread : 

The malice of this town thou know*ft not yet j 
Wit is a good diverfion, but bafe trade. 



Cowards will, for thy courage, call thee bully, 
Till all, ViVtThraft'Sy thy acquaintance fhun; 

Rogues call thee, for thy honefty, a cully 9 
Yet this is all thou haft to live upon. 

Friend, three fuch virtues AudUy had undone \ 
Be wife, and, e'er thou'rt in a jail, be gone : 
Of all that ftarving crew thou faw'ft to day, 
None but has kill'd his man, or writ his play. 



^ 





GCCXU 



A CdUeSi'm of Epigtam9k 
CCCXLL 

ONE month a lawyer, thou the next wUt be 
A grave phyfician, and the third, aprieft* 
Chufe quickly, one profeflion of the three : 
Marry 'd to her, thou yet may 'ft. court the rdh 

Whiift thou ftand'ft' doubting, Bradbury has got , 
Five thoufandpounds^and Conqueftts much more* 

1^-— is made a blfliop, from a drunken fot : 
Leap in, and ftandnot Ihiv'ring on.the Ihore. 

On any one amifs thou can'ft not fall ; 
7hou'lt end in nothing, if thou grafp^ft at all. 



CCCXLII. 

"VfTHTLST thou fit'ft drinking Up thy loyalty, 

' ^ And railft at laws,thou doft not underftand \ 
AdorTt the minifters, who know not thee ; 

Sell'ft thy long freedom for a ihort command ;. 
The power thou aimTt at, if o'er thee one have^ 
lu a rich. coat thou'rtbut a.canting flave. 



A CoUedim of Epigrams^ 



cccxLia 

♦T^hOU quibbleft well, haft craft and induftry> 
\ •*■ Flatter'ft great men,laugh'ft at their enemies, 
Rally Yt the abfent, art a pretty fpy. 
Yet for all this in court thou doft not rife. 

• Thou play 'ft thy court-game booty, I'm afraid, 
. Thou'ftpromis'd marriage, when thy fortune's 

made, 
And fo thou darTt not thrive upon thy trade. 



CCCXLIV. 

A Nymph and a fwain to ^^dh once pray'd ; 
~^ The fwain had been jilted, the nympli been 

betray 'd : 
They came for to try if his oracle knew 
E'er a nymph that was chafte, or a fwain that 

was true. 
A^^^IU ftood mute, and had like tliave been pos'd ; 
At length he thus fagely the queftion difclos'd : 
He alone may be true, in whom none will confide ; 
And (he nymph may be chaft«, that has never 

been try'd. 

CGCXLV. 



A CoUeSiion ef Epigrams. 
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CCCXLV. 

"ITTHEN to thy husband thou didft firft rcfufe 
^^ Th e lawful pleafures of thy charming bed, 
Men did his pipe, and pot, and whores accufe; 
On his mere lewdnefs all the fault was kid. 

Into thy houfe thou took'ft a deep divine. 
And all thy neighbours flocked to hear him preacb, 
The cheated world did in thy praifes join ; 
The wifer fort yet knew thy wanton reach. 

From funday^s crowds thoH didft thy gallant chufe. 
And when they fail'd thee, the good doftor ufe. 



CCCXLVI. 
Martial, Lib. 8. Epg. 19. 

^iNNyf cries out, I am not worth a groat j 
And is, plague on him, ivhat he would be 
thought. 

CCCXLVII. 




A ColleBim of Epigrams. 
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CCCXLVII. 

[yet 

rORM not, brave friend, that thou hadft never 
Miftrefs nor wife, that others did not fr~ e ; 
t, like a chriftian, pardon and forget, 
For thy own pox will thy revenge contrive. 



CCCXLVIII. 
The Ladfs Refolve. 

rrniLST thirft of praife,and vaindefire of fame, 

^ In every age is every woman's aim ; 

ith courtfhip pleas 'd j of filly toafters proud j 

nd of a train, and happy in a croVd ; 

I each poor fool bellowing fome kind glance, 

ch conqueft owing to fome loofe advance > 

hilft vain coquettes affeft to be purfu'd, 

id think they're virtuous, if not grofsly lewd % 

t this great maxim be my virtue's guide, -y 

part Ihe is to blame, who has been try'd, > 

: comes too near, that comes to be deny 'd. J 



A tolUSiion of Epigrams^ 




CCCXLIX. 
^he Gentleman* s Anjwer. * 

V|7'HiLST pretty fellows think a woman's fami, 
^^ In ev'ry ftate, and ev'ry age the fame^ 
With their own folly pleas'd, the fair they toaft, 
And where they leaft are happy, fwear they're 

motl; 
No difF'rence making *twixl coquet and prude^ 
And fhe that feems, yet is not really lewd ; 
Whilft thus they think, and thus they vainly IjvC| 
And tafte no joys, but what their fancies give, 
Let this great maxim be my aflions guide. 
May I ne'er hope, tho' I am ne'er deny' 
Nor think a woman won, that^ willi 

try'd. 

CCCL. 

'T'HOU'lt fight If any man call Phwhe whore j 
That flie is thine, what can proclaim it more? 

* We can't help thinking that this has the common fate df 
all anfwers, to be infeiior to the original j but wc think as the 
firft is gdod, that everything which has a tclation to it ought to 
a;7p63riiipubliclc» 





ACoSflfion of Epigrams^ 
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cecLi. 

On a dumb Boy y very beaut ^uh and 
of great, ^ichnefs of Parts : Written 
by a Lady. 

T Siflg the boy who, gagg'd and bound, 
** Hasbeen^ by nature, robb'd of found j 
Yet has flie found agen'rous way, 
One Jofs by many gifts to pay. 
His voice indeed fte clofe confinM^, 
But bleft him with a fpeaking mind ^i 
And ev'ry mufcle of his face, 
Difcourfes with. peculiar grace; 
The ladies .tattling o*er their tea, 
Might learn^to charm, by copying thee: 
If filence thus^can man become, 
All women-beauties Ihould be dumb. 
'Chen, happy boy,.no morecomplain|. 
Nor think thy lofs of fpeech a oain \ 
Nature has. us 'd thee like good liquor, ; 
And cork'd ther> but to make thee quicker^ 




€CCU1^ 



A ColkStm ef Epigrams. 




CCCLII. 

Written on the Window of the T^eanerf^ 
Houfe of St. "Patrick in Dublin: 
By ^r. Del ANY. 

' A KE the guefts of this houfe ftUl doom'd to fce 

•^ cheated? 

Sure the fates have decreed they by halves Iboold 

be treated. 
In the days of old John *, if you came here to dine, 
You had choice of good meat, but no choice of 

good wine : 
In Jontithans + reign, if you come her* to cat. 
You have choice of good wine, but no choice of 

good meat : 
O Jo'vcy then how fully might all fides b« bleft, 
Would'ft thou but agree to this humble requeft ; 
Put both deans in one ^ or, if that^s too much 

trouble, 
Inftead of the dean, make the deanery double. 



♦ The late dean. 

t Di.SwikT, the prcfcnt dcjBi. 



CCCLIIL 



A CoVeSttm of Epigrams^ 



,^^k^. 



cccLin. 



upon the fame Subject : By the fame^ 

Hand. 

A Bard, on whom W<r^«x his fpirit beftow^d^ 
"^ ^ Refolv'd to acknowledge the bounty he ow'd^ 
Found out a new method at once of confefllng. 
And making the moft of fo mighty a blefling. 
To the god he'd be gratefui, but mortals he'd 

choufe, 
By making his patron prefide in his houfe ; 
And wifely forefaw this advantage from thence, 
That the god mufl in honour bear moft of th^ 

expence. 
So the bard he finds drink,and leaves Phabus to treat 
With the thoughts he infpires, regardlefs of meat j 
Hence they that come hither, expe&ing to dine. 
Are always fobb'd off with flieer wit, and flicei: 

wine. 




«v 
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CCCHY. 



CCCLIY. 

"Ves, eT*ry poet is a fool ; 

I Bydemonftration Vti can fhow it:. 

Happy, could ^ets inverted rule. 
Prove cv'ry fopl to be a goeti 



^mr^'^^rm 



CCCLV.* 

Tjrowcapricibus were nature andart to poor Vets 
^^ She was painting her cheeks at the time hex 
nofeftn. 



eccLvi. 

^p*HE Afilrfu/lwwVl^ youth, with tears, deplcMrV, 
I The fcanty globe fbould ftiot his coaqVinf 

fword ; 
Xfrxcr in tears diflblvM to think how fooA 
His numVous hoft Ikould all .be dead and gono : 
The Berfians jufter tears my praife emplay, 
Admixe wbo will the froward Grecisn boy^ 

« CoinpmthUiutiiN<=>.CXLIU. aiUN<'.CX:Ln. 

CCCLVH. 




A CotkSum of Epigram*. ^ 



eccLvn. 

'T*ALK,5/r^i&ajf ,no more of whatV hbneft and juff^ 
•*• For friendlhip is intereft, and ioye Is but luft : 
Tothepurfe, and no farther, the oiWLdoth extend;. 
And, after enjoyment, . your love*s at an end ; 
Then no longer maintain what your aQions deny^ 
Your oft broken vows your aflertions bely ; 
When I once, fee your wojrds.with.your'praftiGe 

agree, 
If 11 believe you the man that younow^ilem to be : 
That you once have deceived me,rdonot eomplaia^ 
But 'tis my own fault, if you cheat me again ; 
. For none will the fate of that pilot deplore, 
Who wrecks on that ihelf where he ftranded before. 



«*i 



CCCLVML 
A Lwefs Refleiiian.. 

TTOw fhall I Ihake off cold defpair^. 
•*■ -i And warm j^mtUas breaft ? 

Be bold Alas! what lover dare. 

Who trembles to be bleft ? 



CCCUK. 



A CoUe£tmof Ep^rams. 



^istt&sisBsmssimim 



CCCLIX. 

Wrote at Brigadier S — 's over a Bow 
of l^mihf where Jupiter am 
H E B £ ^r^ fainted on the Ceilir^. 

T ET 7«w no more his Hehe boaft^ 
^^ Or quaiF coeleftial wine. 
We here have many a brighter toaft. 
And neSiar more divine. 

What place more fisim'd for mirth and love^ 

Could art or nature fhow ? . 
The merry thunderer rules above, 

The brigadier below. 



CCCLX. 

Epitaph on a talkative Lady. 

TTow apt are men to lye ! how dare they fay, 
"^ When life is loft, all learning fleets away ? 
Since this glad grave holds G/(7?fair and young, 
Who where Ihe4s, firft harnd to hold her tongue. 

cecLxi. 



A CoUeEtion of Epigrams. 




CCCLXI. 
On Blood* J ft e ding the Crown. 

"ITThen daring Bh^d^ his rent to have regain'd, 
^^ Upon the EngUfi) diadem diftrainM j 
He chofe the caflbck, furflngle, and gown. 
The fitteft mark for one that rob$ the crown : 
But his lay pity underneath prevail'd, 
And, while he fav'd the keeper's life, he fail'd^ 
With the prieft*s veftment , had he but put on 
The prelate^s cruelty, the crown had gene. 



CCCLXII. 

"pORGiVE, fair creature, form'd to pleafe, 

Forgive a wond'ring youth's defire, 
Thofe charms, thofe virtues, when he fees. 
How can he fee, and not admire ? 

While each the other ftill improves, 

The faireft face, the faireft mind : 
Not with the proverb, he that loves. 

But he that loyes you not, is blind. 

CCCLXIII. 



I 
A ColteBian of Epigrams-i 




eCCLXIIL. 
Jn Epitaph*, 

A Trite diflenter here does He indeed, 

He ne^er with any, or himfelf agreed \ 
But, rather than want AibjeAs to his fpite, 
Wou]d,fnake.like, turn^nd his own tail would bite: 
Sometimes, Ms true, he took the fafter fide ; 
fiut wheivhe came, byfufF'ring, to be try *d, 
The craven foon betrayed his fear and pride : 
Thence, Settle-VAty he to recanting fell. 
Of all he wrote, or fancy'd to be well ; 
Thuspurg'd from good, and thus prepared for eviV 
He fac'd to Ra;w^, aad march'd off to the devil. . 



mm 



ll 



CCCLXIV. 
Martial, Lih.s. Epig.yy^. 

/^REAT Pmtyi afhes ^^f's triamphs fnrell ;, 

His foils io Eurtfe and in Jfia fell : 
What wonder.that thefc three fo diftant dy'd ?, 
$• V«ft a tuin could not fpreadleli wide. 

OCCLXW 



4 

A CotteSiion of Epigrams. 






ss 




CCCLXV. 

On two Twin-Sijiers^ who died a4 the 
fame Time^ and were buried in am 
Grave. 

Tj^AiR marble, tell to future days, 
^ That here two virgui-fifters lie ; 
Whole life employed each tongue In pralfe ; 
Whofe death gave tears to ev'ry eye. 

In ftature, beauty, years, and fame, 
Together as they grew, they Ihone ; 

So much alike, fo much the fame. 
That death miftook them both for one. 



CCCLXVI. 

/yo Rofalindas eyes who not fubmit. 

Fall the proud viftims of her conqu'ring wit ; 
And all, whofe dullnefs dares her wit defpife, 
Bow to the piercing influence of her eyes. 
Thou then, who wifheft not her flave to be, 
Become but deaf and blind, and thou art free. 



^ 



A CoUeBim of Epigrams^ 



^>f^^-«^, 




CCCLXVII. 
Martial, Lib.z. Epig^ 5 

'Ipo walk a miJe a friend to fee 
^ Thouask'ftif Idifdainj 
I walk it oft, but fee not thee. 
And walk it back again. ' 

To go a mile to (be thee, know 
My friend, I grudge not ought i 

JBut then I grudge to travel two, 
And that to fee thee iMt, 



• • " '■ . ■ - ■ ■■ • » ■ 



CCCLXVIII. 

On a Feather in a Ladfs Hair. 

Tf C rn but wear It, a feather's a chartn ; 

-*• Ah ! who can be fafe, when a feather can harm • 
Since firft I beheld, what a life have I led ! 
All joy and content with that feather are fled : 
Fly, youth, from this beauty, whoever thou art; 
And, wam'd by the feather, beware of the dart. 

CCCLXiXi 



A CotleSim of Epigtatto. 




sS^^^JHHiSS^ 



CCCLXIX. 

Epitaph ana Man and his Wife. 

TTiBRE fleep, whom neither lift, uorl6v^>. 
•" Nor friendfhip's ftrifteft tie 
Could in fuch clofe embrace as thou, 
Thou faithful grave> ally. 

Preferve them> each diflblv'd in each. 

For bands of love divine, 
For unions only more complete, 

Thou fitithful grave, than thine.' 



CCCLXX. 

On the foregoing. 

Tf, as they tell us, man and wife 
•*• Are marry 'd only but for life, 
Say then, ye learned cafuifts, whethef,' 
They after death Ihould lie together ? 



S X CCC!WiS.V 



A CoJieBion of Epigt»ms. 



CCCLXXL 
Martial, Lib. 4. Epig.yt. 

YJ^A^ us invited me to fiip of late ; 

^ The food was fcan t y , but the wealth was great ; 

Vaft empty plates and cups of gold were ferv*d ; 

My eyes were feafted, but my guts were ftarv*d : 

FaruSf I did not come to gaze, but eat ; 

So take away your pkites, or bring fomc meat. 



CCCLXXII. 
From the Greek, 

C\^ Stygian banks, Diogents the wife 

^^^ Burfts inio laughter, when he Crafus fpies } 

And thus befpeaks, in threadbare cloak and old, 

The monarch famous for his gathered gold : 

I nothing leaving, all to Charon bear ; 

Thou, CrtefuSf rich on earth, haft nothing here. 

cccLxxin. 



A QoUe^m of Epigrams; 




CCCLXXIII. 

On the foregoing. . 

^HE l^dUn prince i^ blam'd for wealth alone ; 
■^ Tho' greater in his virtues than his throne r 
The Cynick churl is prais'd^ of £EiHie fecure, 
Tho' void of ev'ry grace, but being poor : 
Nor wonder whence this partial judgment fprings^ 
Such crowds are envious^ and fo few are kings. 



CCCLXXIV. 
The Monument. 

A Monfter, in a courfe of vice grown old, 
Leaves to his gaping heir his iil-gain'd gold| 
Streight breathes his buft, ftreight are his virtues 

fhown. 
Their date commencing with thefculptur'd flone : 
If on his fpectous marble we rely, 
Pity a worth like his Ihould ever die ! 
If credit to his real Life we give, 
Pity a wretch like him fhould ever lire. 



A CoUeiiion of Epigrams^ 




CCCLXXV. 
Martial, Lib. 7. Epfg. $9] 

^K'BAT: Cafittltanjeve^ thou god, to whom 
^'^ Our C^fsr owes that blifs he fheds on R$mt t 
While proftrate crowds thy daily bounty tire, 
And all thy bleflings for themfelves defire, 
Accufe me not of pride, that I alone 
Put up no pray'r, that may be call'd piy owt i 
For C^fars wants, oh Jove^ I fue to thee ; 
Citfar^ himfelf, can grant what's fit for me. 



CCXLXXVI. 

On fetting up Mr. ButlerV M&mmint 
in WcftiTiinftcr Abbey. 

TTThile 5«//^r, needy wretch ! wasflill alive, 
No gen'rous patron would a dinner give : 
See him, when flarv'd to death, and turn'd to duft^ 
Prefented with a monumental buftl 
The poet's fate is here in emblem fhown ; 
tie ask'd for bread, and he received a ftone. 



A ColleSfion of Epigrams, 








CCCLXXVII. 
On the fame Occajwn. * 

T> ESPECT to Drjdat juftly Sh(ffield t paid ; 

^ And witty VillUrs t honour'd C%wley% ihadc;- 
But whence is Barber ** .? that a name fo mean 
Should, join'd with ButUr^ on a tomb be ^^t^ I 
The freeftone buft far better might proclaim 
To future ages, humbler ^^r^/^'s name j 
Patron and poet then had well been pair'd. 
The city printer, and the city bard. 

* We think tbi« but a bB<l pi«ce of gratitude from tlie 
poets for a favour done to one of their iratemity j but ic 
miift lie remenibrcd that we infert thefe verfes rather for their 
"wi t than their virtue. 

t Two dukes ofBucKijroHAM, "who eredcd monumentt 
to thofe two poets. 

** Alderman Ea&bbr, a prlater^ ^bu did this generous 
a&ion. 





s.^^ 




S 4 CCCLXXYUt 



J Collection of Epigrams. 




CCCLXXVIII. * 

'VTo more, ob K^me^ thy wrong belief defend, 

No more for feven facrament s contend : 
Each wedded wretch can readily confiite 
Thy boafted arguments in this difpute ; 
For all, by fad experience taught, proclaim 
Penance and matrimony are the fame. 



N 



CCCLXXIX. 

Alluding to the foregoing. 

OT all the fliifts that crafty Kmt invents, 
Can e'er compleat her tale of facraments.: 
For while the wedded layiften, to their coft^ 
Find matrimony all In penance loft ; 
The clergy own, debarred the nuptial flame. 
Penance and orders are to them the fame. 



• This is fo barefac'd a piece of plagiarifm from Mr. Duke*i 
famous epigram, N ® . CLX.XV. that we could have noexaife 
for re-printing it, were it not for the introdudion it gives to the 
fucceeding. ' 



A CoUeStion of Epigrams^ 




CCCLXXX. 
Ta Eliza, intending a Voyage to Spain. 

'T^O SpMin ? forbid ft heav'n I oh ! wifii no more 
■*" To blefs profufely that abounding fhore. 
To fouls like thine it can no pleafure yield, 
To Wafte manure on that too fertile field. 
The barren foil, which wants, alone Ihould fliare 
The gen'rous influence of Elizas care ; 
Since Spain, high treafur'd, grafps the golden weft, ' 
Ob ! lee thy Indie/ be by us pofTeft. 



^mm 



CCCLXXXI. 

On a Lock of SylviaV Hair, wrapt 
up in brown Paper. 

T ET it not move thy wonder, that I place 
•■-' So rich a treafure in fo poor a cafe : Throws 
That fim-blefs*d land, where the proud diamond 
All wealth at heart, a barren furface Ihews : 
So confcious virtue^ (atisfyM within, 
Difdains to wear the prize ihe loves to win. 



A CoUeStion of Epigrams. 




CCCLXXXIL 

Written on a Glafs by a Gentleman^ who 
borrowed the Earl of Chest erfieldV 
diamond Pencil. 

A CCEPT a miracle, inftead of »/V ; 
** See two dull lines by Stanhope's pencil writ* 



CCCLXXXIIL 

CwiFT thro* my breaft your thrilling liifles ro>re, 
And melt, fair dear, my ravifli'd Ibul to love \ 
So the forked light'ning flies, and fires within. 
When, all without, no mark of danger's feen. 



CCCLXXXIV- 
The Lofs. 

Tn a dark corner of the honfe 

Poor Helen fits, and fobs, and crys ; 

She will not fee her loving fpoufe, 
Nor her more dear picqaet allies 5 
Unlefs Ihe finds her eye-brows> 
She'll e'en weep out Vxtt ^n^^. 



A CoSeSfion of Epigrams. 







CCCLXXXV. 

TI^HY fliould thofe eyes, Florella^ wear 

A chilling fcorn to me, 
Yet ardent gaze on one who ne*cr 
Yet felt a figh for thee ? 

Or why, if you are not decreed 

To eafe another's pain, 
Am I not of my paflion freed. 

Or you of your difHain ? 

Forbear, fond youth, TUrtlU faid. 
And blame not me, but fate ; 

You're doom'd, alas ! by her betray 'd,' 
To love, and I to hate. 



CCCLXXXVI. 

Martial, Lib. i. Epig. 39» 

HPhOSE verfes, Brauler, which thou'ft read, arc 
■*• mine ; 

But, as thou'ft read 'cm wrong, they'll pafs for 
thine. 



A ColkSiion of Epigrams. 

CCCLXXXVII. 

On the 7)uke of Buckingham'^ 
^tfgrace at Courts i6»7* 

TI7"hen great men fall^ great griefs arifc, 

In one, two, three, four familUs j 
When this man felj, there rofe great forrow 
In RoOTtf, Geneva^^ SojQm^ and Gomorrah. 



CCCLXXXVIII. 
T(f the Lady D u t ry. 

T\ UTR r, that foul^inrpirlng fair, 
"^ Improves the poet's ftory, 
With fpotlefs farne^ and beauty rare, 
Surpafling Hehn^s glory. 

Helen, Icfs fair,, may boaft her art, 
A guilty warmth to raife ; 

JOutrjf refines the vanquifh'd heart 
To virtue's purer praifc. 



c.cxi\:«x?x^. 



A CoUeBion of Epigrams. 




'v^V^W. 



W: 



CCCLXXXIX. 

'HEN God almighty had his palace fram'd, 
That glorious ihining place he heaven namM ; 
And when the firfl: rebellious angels fell, 
Hd doom'd them to a certain place, callM beU: . 
Here's hiav*n and bell^ confirm'd by lacred ftory j 
But yet I ne'er could read of purgatory ; 
That cleanfing place, which of late years is found, 
For finning fouls to flux in, till they're found : 
The Prieft form'd that, for the good Roman race ; 
Our Maker never thought of fuch a place. 
Oh Rome I we'll own thee for a learn'd wife nation, 
To add a place, wanting in God's creation. 



cccxc. 

Coleman'j Epitaph. 

Tf heaven be pleas'd when fmners cealeto fin, 
^ If hell be pleased when fouls are damn'd therein, 
If earth be pleas'd when it's rid of a knave. 
Then all are pleas'd, for Colmans in his grave. 

CCCXCI. 



A ColUB'ton of Epigrams. 



CCCXCI. 

On a Meddl^ whereon two Names wen 

interwoven. 

^Hi^ myftick knot unites two royal names,' 

Viaorious Lemsy and long-fufF'ring Jdmes \ 
pious and ftcut affertors of the crofs, 
Whether it be by conqueft, or by lofs ; 
Their glory's eqiial, different is their fate. 
Laurels on one, palms for the other wait. 




cccxcii. * 

On a famous Teaft. 

TiELIl^Di/i has fuch wond'rous charms^ 

'r// heavn to lie within her arms : 
And fhe's fo charitably giv n, 
'She wiihes all mankind in heavn. 



* Compare this with N «> . XXIX. and N © . CLXX both 
written by a lady, and yet the fubjed not fo fa-lingly touch'd 
a« hcix:. 

CCCXCIII. 



A CaUeSiim of Bpigrami 




CCCXCIII. • 

On King WihLi am' sjiiiions, during 
two Campaigns in Flanders, 

^HE author fure muft take great pains> 

Who pretends to write his ftory, 
tn which of thefe two laft campaigns 
He*s Acquired the greateft glory : 

1 

For ^Vhile that he march'd on to fight^ 

Like hero, nbthing fearing, 
Namur was taken in his tight ; 

And Mons within his hearing. 



mmkt 



CCCXCIV* 

TfTE mfen have many faults, 
^ ^ Poor women have but two 
There's nothing good they fay ; 
There's nothing good they do. 



cccxcv. 



A CoUeSim of Epigrams. 




■■-^)Sa 



cccxcv. 

On the ^eath of ^een Mary, and 
the Marjhal de Luxemburg. 

IJehOLD, Dutch ^iinzQ^ here lie th'unconquer'd 

pair, 
Who knew your ftrength in love, your ftrength 

in war ; 

Unequal match ! from both no conqueft gains ; 

No trophy of your love, or war remains. 



CCCXCVL 

Epitaph on Tom Durfey. 

TJTere lies the Lyn'ck, who, with tale and fongi 
■■■ Did life to threefcore years and ten prolong j 
His tale was pleafant, and his fong was fweet. 
His heart was chearful— but his thirft was great. 
Grieve, reader, grieve, that he, too foon grown old, 
His fong has ended, and his tale has told, 




cccxcvu. 



A CoUeSim ef Epigramt^ 




/^t 



CCCXCVII. 

C^OHN DRYDEN enemies had- thrce^. 
J DubB'dD/riP, Old Nicky mi Jeremy i 
T&e doughty knight was forced to yield ^ 
The other two have kept the field : 
But had the poet's life been holier, 
He'd foird the devil and the CoSier.. 



cccxcviii; 

In Chaucbr'j Stile. * 

"pAIH Sufan did her wif-hede well mentelne^ 
•*• Algates aflaulted fore, by letchours tweine j 
Mow, and I read aright that auntient fbng,. 
Olde wese the paramours, the dame full yong. 

Had thilke fame tale in other guife been tolde, 
Had they been yong Cpardiej and Ihe been olde, 
That, by St. Kit, had wrought much forer trial j 
Full meryeillous, I wote, were fwilk denyal. 

* Compaic this with N © . CCXLIX. wherethe Ikmethought 
b found a little divetfificd 5 btit I have feen Ifeveral copies of 
verfes upon this fubjed:, . all fumiih'd out of the &me piece of 
taiUery, which is fo eafy, that I think no would-be-wit has 
erer miisM it ^ thefe lino, however, have fome meiit for the 
&nciqnaftttej wliicb is fo wcU imitated in them. 



A CiUeStim of Epigrams^ 




-v^ 



CCCXCIX. 

"7> jiLL AS^ deftniftive to the Tr^'^an Iiiic, 

'^ Raz'd their proud walls, tho* built with hands 

divine ; 
But lovc*s bright goddeG, with propitious grace^ 
Preferv'd an hero to reftore the race : 
So the famM empire, where the Ihr flows, * 
IFell by Eliza^ and by Awm rofe. 



CD. 
On the Qountefs of Dorchester. 

T)rOud with the fpoils of royal culjy. 

With falfe pretence to wit and parts,. 
She fwaggers, like a bartered bully, 
To try the temper of mens hearts* 

Tho*'flic appears as glitt'ring fine. 

As gems, and jefts, and paint can make her, 
She ne'er can win a brcaft like mine j. 

The devil aad fir DmvH take her. 




CDt 



A ColleHim ef Epigums. 




CDI. 

• « - 

Written over a BtJhop"$ T^oor. 

^'ipis a ftrange thing to think on, 
That old lorn of LincQln^ 
Who writ for the reformation, 

Should fo lafely fubmit, 

Without honour or wit, 
To be reading the declaration. 

Whoever takes order, 

From this fatan recorder, 
And thinks to go out a divine, 

Will find it a folly, 

To exped the Ghoft Holy ; 
^Tis the devil that enters the fwine. 



CDII. 

Tf youth and beauty fWc, my dear, 
'*• Impart them wifely, while you may | 
If ftill they laft, whyfliould you fear 
To give what none can give away ? 



T 2 



COttl. 



A Coffeifm of Epigrams. 




JL> 



^MMp^aF^BKcCEr^iiu' 



CDIII. 



jD 



EMOCR ITUS, dear droll, revifit earth, 
And, with our follies, glut thy heightened 
mirth : 

Sad Heracltfus, ferions wretch, return, 
In louder grief, our greater crimes to mourn« 
Between you both, I unconcerned fiand by ; 
Hurt, can I laugh ? and boneft, need I cry ? 



CDIV. 

TJeR eye-brow box oae morning loft, 
-" (The beft of folks are oftneft croft; 
Sad Helen thus to Jenny faid, 
Her carelefs, but afHided maid. 
Put me to bed then, wretched Jane, 
Alas ! when Ihall I rife again ? 
J can behold no mortal now ; 
For vrhat'j an eye, without a brow ? 



"V 



CDV, 



A CoSeffion of Epigrams^ 




i-)\fiJ'^ ^r- 



CDV. 



/ 



TIE L E N was juft flip'd into bed, 

Her eye-brows on the toilet hty,. 
Away the kitten with them fled, 
As fees belonging to her prey. 

For this misfortune carelefs Jatti, 
Aflure yourfelf, was loudly rated; 

And madam, getting up again, 
With her own hand the moufe-trap baited. 

On little things, as (ages write. 
Depends our human joy or forrow ; 

If we dont catch a moufe to-night, 
Alas ! no eye-brows for to-naorrow. * 



• Thefe two are the orerflowingf of the lame fenqr upon 
•ne fubjedt j the reader may have an opportunity of comparing 
theiD with N<=>.CXXVI. and CCCUUUUY. aU by the 
lame hand. 






.1^ ti • •- -^ 



A C^Uiiion of Epigrams.' 




crm. 

• ■ • 

On Lady Essex, who was ^ Dutch: 

Woman. 

'T'HE braveft hero, and the brighteft dame 
"*• From B^ife/Vs happy clime, Britanni% AtV9r % 
One pregnant cloud, we find, does often frame 
The aweful thunder, and the gentle dew. 



CDVII. 
To Mrs. A^ ASTASIA RosrNsoN.' 

TIThen Saha fmgs^ or plays the heroin's party 

The fi^^Ion's ill fupported by her art ; 
There's fomething vulgar, thro' the rich difguifey 
Betrays the mimick, and ofFends the eyes. 
But when your voice is heard, and beauty feen^ 
You feem a goddefs, wijlc you aft a queen. 



\ 



CDVIII. 



A CoUeStim of Epigrams.^ 




■^} 



CDVIII. 
The decanter. 

/^ Thou that high thy head doft bear, 

^^ With round fmooth neck> and fifigle eaf> 

With well turn'd narrow mouth, from whence 

Flow dreams of nobleft eloquence ; 

'Tis thou that firft the bard divine^ 

Sacred to Phcehus and the nine ; 

That mirth and foft delight can'flr mt)YC 5 

Sacred to Venus, and to love; 

Yet, fpite of all thy virtues rare, 

Thou'rt not a boon-companion fair; 

ThouVt full of wine, when thirfty I ; 

And when I'm drunk, then thou art dry. 



CDIX. 
On Mrs. Dunch. 

r\A Dunch I if fewer with thy charms are firM^ 
^^Than whenbyG(?^fjr*s name thou waft ad mir'd ; 
^Tis not that marriage makes thee ieem leis fair, 
Sue then we hopM^ and now wc muft delpair. 



A CoUeiim of Epigrams^ ^ 

fmsimsais>sssis>ms& 

^ CDX. 
Written in \6%o. 

T^HE xabble hates^ the gentry fear^ 

And wllemen want fupport : 
A riiing country threatens here. 
And there a flarving court. 

Not for the nation, but the fair^ 

Our treafury provides j 
Bulkel/s Godolphi'ns only carc^ 

As MiddUton is Hyde'^, 

Rowley f too late thouMt underftandl 

What now thou fcun'ft to find ; 
That nothing^s quiet in the land^. 

Except thy carelefs mind, 

England is now, *twixt thee and Tork^ 

The fable of the frog j 
He is the fierce devouring ftork. 

And thou the lumpiih log. 



^ 





QXilS^ 



A CoUe^ion of Epigrams.' 




'^ ^ 



^^ 



cpxi. 

» ■ • 

An Epitaph. ^ 

^LCERNOON'StDl^Elr fills this tomb, 

An atheift, by difclaiming R^me j 
. rebel bold, by ftWvjng ftill 
b keep the laws above the will, 
nd hind'rrng thofe would ptfll them down, ' 

leave no llmttsr to a.cr6H;C'h ; •• ■ 
rimes damn'd by church and goyernmeat : ^ 

1 whither muft hls'fourte ftnt? ', . ' 

If heaven it muft needs defpair, . '* '"^ *^' 
r that the pope be turnkey dlere : . , • ' 
.nd hell can ne'er it entei'tarn, .. 

or there is all tyrannick reign ; 
knd purgatory s luch pretence, 
ls ne'er deceived a mafx of .fenfe : 
Vhere goes it then ? — v^efe't ought to 50, 
Vhere^ope and devil have nought to do. . -^ 




• • ! I 
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A CoUeSiion of Epigrams* 

•^ . • ■. . . 

CDXII. 

"DefOre jfpotto'*^ flirlne I pray'd, 

That I by vcrie to fiuric might rife ; 
Read the beft poet, Phahus fiiid, 
And place his works before yopr eyes* 

Beft poet— O, great Phcebus^ how, 
How may this pattern wit be found ? 

What age produced the man whom thou 
With this high chara&er haft crown d ? 

Does he among the dead refide, 

Or dwell with thofe who now furvlve ? 
'j^vis I-, — When Pheihus quick reply 'd, 

Go, ask if Priori ftill aUve. 
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CDXIIL 
On the ^utchejs of St^ Albans. 

'T'HE line of yen^ fo long renown'd in arms, 
-■• Concludes with luftre in St. jSlbam" charms ; 
Her conq'rhig eyes have made their race complete, 
They role in valour, and in beauty fet- 

CDXIV. 




A QolleSHm of Epigrams. 

CDXIV. 

Written in the Tear i6%6. 

T Tn»aPPier age who ever faw, 

When truth doth go for treafon j 
Ev'ry blockhead's will for law, 
And coxcomb^s fenfe for reafon ? 

Religion's made a bawd of ftate. 
To ferve the pimps and panders ; 

Our liberty a prifon grate ; 
And Irijhmtn commanders. 

O how wretched is our fate t 

What dangers do we run ! 
We muft be wicked to be great ; 

And to be jufi:, imdone. 

Tis thus our foverelgn keeps his word> 
And makes the nation great ; 

To Jrijhmen he trufts the fword^ 
To jeluirs the ftate* 





U z ^\ii^ 



J €olIe£twn of Epigrams. 



CD^CV. 

iJn a hafty Marri^e. 

"VIarry'd ! 'tis well ! a mighty bkfling ! 
^ ^ But poors the joy, no coin poflefling'l 
111 ancient times, when folk did wed, 
'Twas to be one at board and bed : 
35ur hard's hi's cafe, who can't afford 
His charmer either bed or board.' 



CDXVI. 

T Dream'd, that bury'd in my fellow clay, 
^ Clofe by a common beggar 'S fide I lay ; 
And as fo mean a neighbour ihock'd my pride> 
Thus, like a corps of confequence, I cry'd : 
Scoundrel, begone, and henceforth touch me not. 
More manners learn, and at a difhuice rot. 
How, fcoundrel ! in a haughtier tone, cry*d he, 
Proud lump of dirt, I fcorn thy words, and thee, 
Here all are equal, now thy cafe is mine. 
Tils is my rotting-pJace., and that is thine. 



A ColleSi'ton of EpigraiiisJ 




CDXVII. * 

IP Y nature meant, by want a pedant made, 
-t-l 23/ — re at firft profefs'd the whipping-tradd ; 
Grown fond of buttocks, he would lafh no more, 
But kindly cur'd the arfe he gall'd before : 
So^quack commenc'd : then, fierce with pride, he 

fwore 
Thattooth-ach,gripes,and corns fliould be no more; 

In vain his drugs, as well as birch^ he try'd. 
His boys grew blockheads, and his patients dy'd : 
Next he turned bard, and mounted on a cart, 
Whofe hideous rumbling made J^llo ftart^ 
Bttrl^rqu'd the braveft, wifeft fon of Mars^ 
In ballad rhimes, and all the pomps of farce ; 
Still he changed callings, and at length has l)lt 

On bufinefs for his matchlefs talent fit,. 
To give us drenches for the plague of wit. 



I 



* This, and tha nine following were made at feveral times 
upon Sir Richard Blackmoa.e and bis poetry. By the 
multitude of fuch verfes wldch we meet with, we Ihould judge, 
that it was formerly almoft falhionable to abufe that gentle- 
man: however, wedifclaimany fuch defignj nor fliould thefe 
lew appear here, if they had not, with many more, been al- 
ready as publick. as they can be. 
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A QoUtSiim ^ Epigrams. 



CDXvni. 

A ^^^® phyfician usM to write for fees, 
And fpoil no paper, but with recipes ; 
Is now turn'd poet, rails againft all wit, 
JBxcept that little found among the great ; 
As if he thought true wit and fenfe were tyM 
To men in place, like avarice or pride ; 
But in their praife fo like a quack he talks, 
You'd fwear be waited for his Qkriftmt^f'h^m. 
With mangled names, old ftories he pollutes. 
And, to the prefent time, paft a^ion fuits ; 
AmazM we find, in ev^ry page he writes, 
Members of parliament with jiHkur*$ knightl. 
It is a common paftime to write ill, 
Andy do&or, with the reft, e^en take thy £11 ; 
Thy fatyr^s harmlefs ^ 'tis thy profe that kills, 
When thou prefcrib'ft thy potions and thy pills. 







CDXIX. 



A CoUeBim of Epigrams. 
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CDXIX. 

T tT BUcktMre ftill, in good king jhthurs vein, 
•*^ To FUcknis empire his juft right maintain ; 
Let him his own to common fenfe oppofe, 
With praife and (lander maul both friends and foes ; 
Let him great Dr— i/— w*s aweful name prophane^ 
And learned G — tb with envious pride diiUain j 
Codrm*s bright genius with vile puns lampoon, 
And run a muck at all the wits in town ^ 
Let the quack fcribble aay thing hut bills. 
His fiityr wounds not^ but his phyfick kills. 



CDXX. 

CiNCB B— /s nonfenfe to out-do you ftrlve, 
^ Vain to be thought the duUeft wretch alive ; 
And fuch inimitable ftrains have writ. 
That the moft famous blockheads muft fubmlt : 
Long may you reign, and long unenvy M live. 
And none invade your great prerogative j 
But, in return, your poetry give o*er, 
And perfecute poor Job and us no more. 

U 4 CDXXt^ 



A Colk^ion of Epigrams. 
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CDXXI. 



ii Monument of dullnefs to ereS:, 
"^ B— J/ fhould write, 2UidJ5/ — r/ fliould correft 5 
Like Avhich, no other piece can e'er be wrought, 
For decency of ftile, and life of thought : 

But that where B- y Ihall in judgment fit. 

To pare excrefcencies from Bl ri^ wit*. 



CDXXII. 

poOR Job loft all the comforts of his life. 
And hardly favM a podherd and a wife ; 
Yet 'Job bleft God, and Job again was bleft. 
His virtue was eflay'd, and bore the teft-: 
But had heavVs wrath pour'd out its fierceft viol, 
Had he been then buirlefqu'd, without denial, '\ 
The patient man had yielded to that trial ; 

His pious fpoufe, with Bl re on her fide, 

Muftbaveprevail'd, and ?o^ had curs'd, anddy'd- 
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CDXXIII. 



A CoUeSiim of Epigrams. 
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CDXXIII. 

TTTe bid thee not give o*er the kilUn^-trade, 
^^ Whilft fees come in, 'tis fruitlefs to diffuadc ; 
Religion is a trick youVc pra&is'd lonjg, 
To bring in pence, and gull the gaping throng ; 
But all thy patients now perceive thy dm ; 
They find thy morals and thy skill the fame : 
Then, if thou would'ft thy ignorance redrefs, 
Pr'y tbeei mind pbyfick morCi and rhiming lelst 



CDXXIV. 

T Charge thee, knight, in great jifMt name, 
-*• If thou'rt not dead to all reproof and ihame 
Either thy rhimes or clyfters to difclaims. 
Both are too much, one ffeeble brain to rack, 
Befides, the bard will foon undo th&-quack \ 
Such ihoals of readers thy damn'd fuftian kills, 
Thou'lt fcarce leave one aliye, to take thy pills 



•'\ 
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CDXXV.. 



A CoUeSiion of Epigrams. 



CDXXV. 

nPHE preacher, Msurus^ cries, All wit is vain, 
^ Unlefs *tis like his godlinefs, for gain ; 
Of moft vain things he may the folly own. 
But wit's a vanity he has not known. 



CDXXVI. 

Tf wit (as we are told) be a difeafe, 

And if phyficians cure by contraries, 
Si 1 'Tt ak>ne the healing fecret knows % 
*Tis from his pen the grand elixir flows. 



«■ 



CPXXVIL 
On the Lady Harriot Godolphin. 

/^ODOLPHIi^*s eafy and unpraftisM air. 

Gains without art, and governs without care : 
Her conqVing race, with various fate furprize. 
Who fcape their arms, are captives to her eyes. 

CDXXVIII. 



A CotteSiian i^ Epigrams. 
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CDXXVIIL 
The Robber roWd, 

A Certain prieft had hoarded up 

A mafs of fecret gold, 
And where he might beftow it fafe, 
He knew no^ to be bold. 

At laft it came into his thought, 

To lock It in a cheft 
Within the chancel, and he wrote 

Thereon, Uic Dtui ^. 

A merry grig, whofe greedy mind 

Did long for fuch a prey, 
. Kefpefting not the facred words. 

That on the casket lay. 

Took out the gold, and blotting out 
The prieft's infcript thereon, 

Wrote Refitmxify mn efi kic. 
Your god is rofe, and gone. 



r^ 
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CDXXIX. 
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A Collection of Epigrams. 




GD2Z1X 

Infcrtption for a fount ain^ adern'd ipith 
§iu€en Anne'^ and the late Duh 
of MAKhBOKOVGu' s Images, and 
the chief Riven oj the World round 
the Work. 

"Y"e aftiveftreams, wbcre-e'cr your waters flow, 

Let difiant climes, and furtheft natrons know, 

What ye from Thames and Daiiube have been taught,. 

How jinne commanded, and ^o;^MarlbW fought. 
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CDXXX. 
' A True MauC . V '' 

'VTo, no, for my virginity, 
•^^ When I lofe that, fays Rofe, 111 die. 
Behind the elms, lafl: night, cryM JO/Vife, 
Rofey were you not~cji:trcmely fick ? 



C^^LILKL 



A ColleBim af Bpigrams. 
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CDXXXI. 
VerfeSy t^his Sout^ imitated. 

. •■*.•■■ 

30R, little, pretty, flutt'ring thinj, "^'' 

Muft .we no longer live together ? 
d doft thou prune thy trembling wing, 
To take thy flight, the Lord knows whither ? 

/TiumVoui vein, thy pleafing folly, • 
-ies all negTdtted, alfforgbt, - ■. 

d penfive, wav*rfng, melancholy, ' 
fhoudread'ft^and hop'ft,thou know'ftnot what. 
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CEJXXXfl. 



f. 



TYi'E.^ ifraePs daughters- mouB»y-theit-4)aft 

offences, 
;y dea!t in rack-doth,and turn'd cinder wenches ; 
5 Richmond fair ones ne'er will fpoil their locks, 
*y ufe white^owder, and wear h6lland fmocks. 
beauteous- church ! where females think clean 
decent to repwxt. u»» ^ to fin In. ' L*'"^'^ 



To a Lady defcended from the S. 
Kings of this Iflandy 

'T'HAT powerful name, whofe princely, t 
■■■ fliows 

From what high fpring your blood's rich 

flows. 
With needlefs awe, reminds us of your ra 
Since heav'n has ihimp'd dominion on yovr 
Still in^your fov'reign form, diftinftly liv< 
All royal rights your father kings could gi^ 
In your commanding air we mark their flat 
In your fweet words, their wifHom and 

weight ; 
Warm, in your genVous breaft, their coura: 
And all their pow'r and mercy in your eyes 



A CoUeEium of Epigrams. 

CDXXXV. 

On the 'Dutchefs of Portsmouth'^ 

TtSiure, 

TTTho can on this.pldure look, 
^ And not ftrait be wonder-ftruck, 
That fuch a (heaking dowdy thing 
Should make a beggar of a king ; 
Three happy nations turn to tears, 
>Vnd all their former love to fears; 
Ruin the great^ and raife the fmall. 
Yet will, by turns, betray them all j 
Lowly born, and meanly bred, 
Yet of this nation is the head ; 
For half Whitehall mzkt her their court, 
Tho' t'other half make her their fport j 
Mmin9uth\ tamer, Jifftry% advance, 
Foe to England y fpy^ to France j 
Falfe and foolifh, proud and bold, 
Ugly, as you fee, and old ; 
In a word, her mighty grace 
Is whore in all things, but her face^ 




cxy«^^«s\ . 



A CoUe^ion 4>f Epigrams, 

CDXXXVL 

On the Lord ¥<iYi (j" s Motto. 

Labor ipfc Voluptas. 



^'Tpis not the fplendor of the place, 

■^ The gilded coach, the purfe, tfie mace> 
And all the pompous train of ftate, 
With crowds which at the levee w^it. 
That make you happy, m^e you great ; 
But when mankind you ftriv^ to blefs. 
With all the talents you poffefs, 
When all the joys you can receive. 
Flows from the benefits you give ;• ; . 
This takes tteliearc,. this conquers fplte, 
And makes the heavy burden, Jight : . 
True pleafure, rightly underftood, 
Is only Lahnr to ^o good. 
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^ . coKxxvir. 



A CoUeSiim of' Epigrams. 




'r;-r> i 




cDxxxvm 

On a Lad/s living at Parts* 



; . i. 



WHILE haughty Galh'a\ dames, tfaa.t ffMread^* I 
O'er their pale cheeks ah sixful red,.' 
Beheld this beauteous ftranger there, 
In native charms divinely fiair, 
Confusion in their loolcs they Ihow'd; 
And with ui^orrowM bluiBies glow'd* 



• « 



CDXxxyiii. 

Epitaph on a Toung Gentleman.^ 

/^F gentle blood, his par^t%x)nly treafure, 
^^ Their kfting forrow, and their vanifli'd' 
pleafure ; ' ' . 

Adorn'd with features, virtues^ wit, and grace, 
A large provifion for fo fhorr a race ! 
More mod'rate gifts might have prolonged his date^ 
Too early fitted for a better (late ; 
But knowing heav n bis home, to Ihun delay, 
He leap'd o'er age, and took the Ihortelfc way. 

X C\^7.^^\^^ 



A CoUdtion of Epigrams. 



CDXXXIX. 

CeE} fee, ihe wakes, Sshina wiJces ! 

And now the fun begins to rife \ 
Leis glorious is the morn that breaks 
From his bright beams, than her fiir eyes. 

With light united, day they give ; 

But difF Vent Sites e*er night fiilfil : 
How many by his warmth will live ! 

How many will her coldnefs kill ? 



~ \ 



CDXL. * 

The Lady's Offering of her Looking- 

Giafs^to Venus, 

T^ENXJS, take my votive glafs, 
^ Since I am not what I was ; 
What from this day I ihall be, 
Ftnus^ let me never fee. 

* This is an excellent tranflation of that epigram in Aojo- 

iri vs, in which La is is fuppos'd to offer her mirror to Vekxjs; 

ive can't but obi'erve that our poet has as copiously done in 

four liiort verfes, what the 1u.kti« has taken the Cune number 

h'€i iicxamtter aod pentameta fct» 



A CoUeBim of Epigrami 
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CDXLL 
Wftttm in a Lad/s Milt otf. 

C E E here, hovthtight the firft-born viivin flione^ 

And how the firft fiond lover was uhdorie } 
Such charming words our beauteous mother fpoki 
As Milt$n wrote, and fuch as your^s her look : 
Your's the bed copy of th' original lace, 
Whofe beauty was to furnifli all the race ; 
Such charms no author coulfl lefcape, but he ; 
There's no way to be iaJEe, but not to {ee« 
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CDXOI. 

"PAIH Margaret, in jnroful wife, 
''- Six hearts has bound in tbcaUi 
As yet, fhe undeterminM Ues» 
Which flie her fpoufe Oiall call. 

Wretched, and only wretched he, 
To whom that fate (kail falli 

For, if her heart aright I fee, 
Sh' intends to pleafe >m all. 



X X CXS^JCX 



A CoJlei^ionof Epigtama. 



CDXLIII. 

THE town reports the falfhood of my dear ; 
To which I'drf^ Oh that I could not hear \ 
I love her flill ; peace then, thou babler Fsmef 
And'let me reft conteated in my fliame. 
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CDXIiV. 

'T^HE morning rofe, bright as a bloommg bride 
-■" Fhiflrd with enjoyment from her lover's fide, 
So warm for winter, and fo like the fpring, 
I thought to hear thefbollfli cuckoo fing ; 
But fee how foon the blefling turnM a curfe. 
The weather and the Ways grew worfe and worfc, 
The clouds look fullen in the fiiithlefs skies, 
And winds, like jealoufy, in murmurs rii 
It thunder 'd in my ears,and lightened in my eyes. 
Sometimes a flatt'ring minute feem'd to fmile. 
But lafted but a very little while. 
Such is the morning of a marry M life ; J « ^* 

But fuch the dirty journey with a wife.- 

• . - ■• . - 
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A Colle£iion of Epijgrams. 
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CDXLV. 

On 2)r. HoLDAND'i" tranflatmg 

Suetonius. 

'pHJLEMON' With . ttanflations fo do th fill us> 
"^ He will not let Suetonius. ht.TranjuIIluf, . 



CDXLYI. 

On Mr. Cornelius Marten/ 

( a contented Cuckold. ) 

lij IGRELIO leads a married life, 
■^ Not with his own, but's neighbour's wife : 
Cornelius knows it to be thus ; 
But he's. Corwf///^/.Trff/r«;. 



CDXLVIL 

nELIN-DA fwears by G -d lier hair is black, 
• "^ And who denies it'ls a faucy Jack j ' 
Thejeaden comb each riiorning mak^s it fo ; 
1$ then Belind0 perjur'd ? I fay no. 



A CoUeSiim of Epigrams. 
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CDXLVIIL 

On 2)r. SacheverellV Mathematkal 
Blunder. {Wrote in 171 1.) 

A s Creech fwtng away in a fanftify^d twine, 
"" So I would advife this reverend divine, 
To bang himfelf up in a farsllel line ; 
Then all, but my foul, on this lay would I venture, 
If the fcriptures prove true, they'll meet in a centre. 
Oh how it would pleafe the poor vrhining fanaticks 
To fee high-church built uponfuch mathematkks. 



CDXLIX. 
Rebus on Mr. Sandtord. 

'T^HE " pavement of the boundlefs main, 
"■• Which numbers ftrive to reach in vain j 
The {hallow of the limpid ftream, 
The fliepherd's wilb, the poet's theme, 
Denote the man whofe wit can be, 
Clear as the ftream, deep as thefea. 
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A CoUeSiim of Epigrants. 




CDL. 

The Lady's Wijh. 

Tf it be true, corfeftitl powers, 
•*• That you have form'd ;ne fair. 
And yet, in all my vaineft hours. 
My mind has been my care : 

Then, in return, I beg this grace. 

As you were ever kind, 
What envious, time takes from my face, 

Beftow upon my mind. 



i*^«iri*i 



CDLL 
Epitaph on a Toung Lady. 

IF (weeping love) inquirers feek to know 
Her name, whofe charms enrich the duft below, 
Point up, and bid 'em read —but fay no more, 
Nor ftrive in vain to count her virtues o'er : 
Scarce could the fweet amount be juftly fung, 
Tho' her each atom was ^ angel's tongue. 



A CoUeSimof Epigrams. 



'.v>C^ 



■t^- 



CDLII. * 

'VOlTNG Aeon wants, Luniffa wants an eye ; 
"■■ And either might with gods in beauty vie : 
Thofe lamps, fweet youth, which {hinc, apart, 

fofair, 
No longer with thy blooming mother fhare : 
Oh ! let thy light adorn Lunillas brow j 
So {hall ihe Venus-he, blind Cufid thou. 
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CDLIII. 
Martial, Lib.z. Efig. zo. 

T^AXIL^o fond of the name of a poet is grown, 
"^ With gold he buys verfes, and calls them his 

* own ; 
Go on, mafter Paul^ nor mind, what the world fays, 
They are furely his own, for which a man pays. 



♦ To the two trartflations which wegaTcinTio. CCXXI, 
and CCXXII, of a famous Latia JEpigrain,. ^e Iiave added 
thisy which, lor its beatity and d^aricc, lurpalles all the' 
oth{:ib wc have ieen. 



4 C^UeBim of Epigtams. 
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CDLIV. 
The Feather. 

Tn /"/or/^^fs arms, as If quite out of breathy 

rilkifs thee, my charmer, HI kifs thee to death, 
Cry'd Thyrfisj in raptures— but fooH on her breaft 
He funk down his bead, and ComposM him to reft/ 
Not long had they lain thu$, unadive, together. 
E'er the wanton pluck'd forth from the bolfter a 

feather, 
And grafping him hard, till he open'd his eyes, 
In a tone of deriHon, the witty one cries,—— 
To prevent being kill'd in the manner you faid, 
1 refolve, with this feather, to chop off your head . 



CDLV. 
On Mr. Hearne, the great Antiquary. 

T)0X on*t, iaysT/me to Thmas Htarm^ 
^ VS^tever I forgety you learn. 



A ■CotleSiion of Epigrams. 
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CDLVI. 
From the French of Monf. Maynard.* 

OicK of a life, pdffefs'd In vain, 
■ I foon fliall wait upon theghofl: 
Of our late monarch ; in whofe reign 
None, who had merit, mils'd a pofl. 

Then will I charm him with your name. 
And all your glorious wonders done ; 

The pow'r of France — the SpamanTs fhan^e^ 
The rifing honours of his fon. 

Grateful the jroyal ihade will fmile, 
And dwell delighted on your name : 

Sweetly appeas'd, his griefs beguile. 
And drown old lofles in new fame. 

But when he ^asks me, in -what poft 

I did your wifhM commands obey. 
And how I Ihar'd your favour jnoft ; 

—What would you pleafe to have me fay ? 

' * Thex)i jginal, of which this is a good imitation, but not 
ftvitlitly atroiilation, paiTcs for the lincft little piece of poetry 
in rue Fke n c k language ^ tho* the criticks think itrather too 
long tor an epigram. It was addrefs'd to cardinal Riculiev, 

who, upon 1 eading thte laft line, anlV^er'd,* -very flnartly, 

JNothing— So that it appears thegrcatcft of patrons are not 
always cngaftM by meic mciit, 

CQLVII. 



A CoUeStion of Epigrams.' 




CDLVII. 
To Cato: From Martial, Lib. il 

Epig.i: 



\ 



TTTHY doft tbou come, great cenfor of .tl>e agfe, 
^^ To fee the loofe diverfions of the ftage ? 
With awful countenance, and brow fevere, 
What, in the name of goodnels, doft thou here ? 
See the mix'd crowd, hpw^iddy, lewd, aodyain? 
Doft thou come in, but to go out ^ain ? 



CDLVIII. 
On I>iDo. ^ 

pOOR queen ! twice doom'd diiaftrous love to try, 
You fly the dying j for the flyingdie. 






* This is Ycry happily imitated Irom the Latik of Auso* 
Nius, which has been judg'd toocomprehenfiveto bereduc'd 
into the fame number of Kkcluu lines,' and is as-foUows^ 

. Jnfalix Dido ! nuUi len^nufta niMritQ I 
tide f creunte fugis 4 Hoc ftt^ienU peris. 



A CoUe^'mof Epigrams.. 



:*?^'^'^V,n}V'^^-^"-:-?^'V.t7- 



Bpltafh m a Gentleman who retifdUu 

pom the World. 

OHoULD cnrious readers wlfh to know 
^ Whofe duft their feet are preffing, 
Slmlltf^ fiwn'd in War, lies low, 
His country *s boaft and bleffing. 

bong did he toil, and graQ>, txA ftrivet 

Yet loft his time, he itkX% ; 
For, tho' till feventy-fix alive, 

He liv'd but feven Ihort years. 



CDLX. 

On the fortunate and aufptcious Reigns of 
^ueen Elizabeth ana ^iieen Anne. 

Cure heav'n's unerring voice decreed of old, 
*^ Thefaireft fex fliould Europe's balance hold : 
As great Eliz0*$ forces humbled Spain^ 
So France now ftoops to yfnne^s fuperior reign.: 
Thus tho' proud Jove with thunder fiQs the sky, 
Ver in /^Jlrea\ hands the fiital fcale does lie. 
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4 CoUeSfm ef Epigranji^. 

CDLXI. 

On a Fan^ in which was painted the 
Story of CEPHAI.V sand Pro cRis, 
with this Alotto: Aura V en i. 

/^OME> gentle air, th' jEolian fli^pherd fkid, 
V/hAl% Pr$cris panted in At ftcred Ibode ; 
Come, gentle air, the fkirer />«//« cries, 
While at her feet her fivain expiring Kes : 
Lo ! the glad gales o^er all her beauties firay, 
Breathe on her lips, and in her bofbm play : 
Ii> Delias hand this toy is fatal found, 
Kor could that fabled dart more furely wound q 
Both gifts deftrudive to the givers proye, 
Alike both lovers £U1, by thofe they love : 
Yet guiltlefi too this bright deftroyer lives, 
At random wounds, nor knows the wounds Ihe^, 

gives : 
She views the ftory with attentive eyes^ 
j^d pities Prwrisp while her lover dies. 
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A CoUiSiimi 9f EpKrims. 




CDLXII. 
fVomaris Refolution. 

/^H, cry'd ^fmls^ long In wedlock bletf. 

Her bead reclioing on ber husband's brcmfl'^ 
* * Should death di vide thee from thy doating yrift* 
*' What comfort could be found in widowM life ? 

** How the thought fhakes me ! heay'n my 

*' Strefb*n favc, 

** Or give the loft ^rfmis half his grave. 

'Jtve beard the lovely mourner, and approvM | 
*^ And ihould not wives, like this, (laid he) be 

*• lov'd ? 
" Take the foft forrower at her word, and try 
V How deeply rooted woman's vows can lie. 

Twas laid,and done*- the tenictStrefkon dyM, j 
>r/i»/^ two long months— t'out-live him try'd : ? 
But in the third— a?a$ r— became a bride. 
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A CoUedtim of Epigrams. 




CDLXIIf. 
What is Thought? 

T^HE hermits folate in his cell V 

f he iire that warms the poet's braii>; 
The lover's heaven, or his hell ; 
The mad man's fport ; the wife man's paim 



GDLXIV. 
On OrIpheus. 

y^I^ longer, Orj)^^»// fliall thy facrcd ftraifts 
•^ Lead ftoncs, and trees, and beafts along the 

plains J 
No longer footh the boiftVous wind to fleep, 
Or ftill the billows of the raging deep ; 
For thon art gone, the mnfes moum'd thy fall 
In folemh ftrains ; thy mother moft of all. 
Ye mortals, idly for yotir fbns ye moan, 
If thus a goddefs could not fave her own. 

Y4 GDLXV. 



A CoUeBim tf Epigrams. 

CDLXV. 
On Euripides. 

T\iyTNE Euripider, this tomb we fee 

So feir, is not a monmnent for thee. 
So much as thou for it ; fince all will own 
Thy name and lafting praife adorns the fione«^ 



CDLXyi. 

On SOPHOCLBS* 

Tl/'iMDE> gentle ever-green, to form a ihade^ 
Around the tomb where Sof bides is laid ; 
Sweet ivy, winde thy boughs, and intertwine 
With bluihing rofes, and tbedufi'ring vine t . 
Thus will thy lafting leaves, with beauties hung 
Prove grateful emblems of the lays he fung i 
Whofe foul, exalted like a god of wit. 
Among the mufes and the graces writ. 
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CDLXVII. 



A CoUediion of Epigrams. 

CDLXVn- 
On HoMEiu 

CtiiL in our ears Andrmacie complains^ 
^ And ftni in light the fate of T)rej remains ; 
Still .ijax fights, ftill HeB^rh dragged along, 
Such ftrange enchantment dwells in H§mer*s fong ; 
Whofe birth could more than one poor realm adorni 
IpQi all the world is proud that he was born. 
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"" . CDLXVin. 

On Anacreok. 

^HIS tomb be thine, Anscren^ all around 

Let Ivy wreath, let flowrets deck the ground 
And from its earth, enrlch'd with fuch a prize, 
Let wells of milk, and ftreams of wine anfe ; 
So will thine afkes yet a pleafure know. 
If any pleafure rcadi the fliades below. 
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Ctt\axiw. 



4 CoUedtim of Epigcamc. 




CDLXIX. 
On Menander. 

'T'HE very bees, oh fWeet Memmdir^ hung 

To tafte the mufes fprlng upon thy tongue ^ 
The very graces ;inade the fcenes you writ 
Their happy poiht,o£ fine expreilion hit ; 
Thus ftlU you live, you make your Mbens fklxit^ 
And^mfe its glory to the skies in thine. ^ 



€DLXX. 

•IT^HENone goodJIne did much my wonder raife 
^^ In U — *s works, I ftbbd refolv'd to praife ^ 
And had, but that the. modelt author crles^ 
Pr^ijrundefirvd is jatyr in dif^uifc^ 

• •'Neither this, nor the five preceding epitaj^bs are iAfertd 
bec^-as exadly confiotmahle to the modoti rules. But, as they 
are all pretty juftly tranilatcd from the G&e9iu may given* 
a hint of the notion the ancients conceiv'd of this ipedes of 
poetry 5 whii* in its infancy did not oonUft^ as now, noc 
depend upon point and turn, but contained one fmgle thought 
pwperiy and concifbly e\'prels'd, without any reganl to wtet 
"we at prefent call the fting of an epigram. 
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GDLXXI. 



A CoUe^ion of Epigrams. 




CDLXXI. 
On Homer. 

"ITTHO firft tranfcrib'd the famoiis '^ojan war, 
^ And wife Ulyjfes* afts,oh yflw,make known j 

For fince *tis certain, thine thofe poems are^ 
No more let Hmcr boaft they i^^e bis own. > 



CDLXXU. 
The RofrB?- - 

Tor the loth ofJvvfEl 

UAia rofe, to thee all other flowers muft yicW, 
•*• That paint the garden, oi: adorn the field j^ 
Whether with ruddy blaze you give delight, v 
Or elfe diffufe in milder beams of white, > 

Or party-colour'd drefis you charm the fight : ^ 
How beautiful in all you ftill appear, 
Pride of the fummer, glory of the year : 
Can you, fweet flower, a ixineful influence (Hed,^ 
And rage and difcord thro* the narloii fpread ? 
>Io, fare ; from you our mifchief never flows ; 
Not from the red, nor white, but the black rofe. 

CDLKKUL 



A CpUi&km i^ Epigrams. 




CDLXXIIL 
Ofthmm qmdevenit. 

"D Y liUdeo rprings sun^s fmtlteft afiions move, 
^^ Wound up by an unerring hand above ; 
Why fay you then, that this, or that's amifs^ 
Since nothing could be h^ttir^ than what is I 



CDLXXIV. 

Upm M Laiy fleeph^ witb htf fice 

cover'4. 

Co fett the fun, veilM with the fliades of night, 

To rife with fiercer rays of native light : 
In darknels we his tedious abfence motim. 
And wiih for day ; but at his bright return. 
Are dazzrd if welook, and if too near^ we bunt 
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CDLXXY. 



A CoUeiiitm of Epigrams* 
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CDLXXV. 
From Buchanan. 

On Pope Julius !!• . 

'T^HY father Gemtfc^ thy mother Gritk^ 

Born on the feas ; who truth in thee wott'd feek ? 
V^t Greece^ Z./^«riVs fidle, and &lfe the fea, 
Falfe all ^ and all their fiilJDhoods are in thee. 



GDLXXVI. 

Verfes fy Bo ilea u, on a Tiffure of 

his iU-gran/d. 

'T^HE poet B^ileauU pifture here you fee ^ 
^ What ! how ! the fkmous critick ! is this he ? 
How four his looks I (no fmiling graces<Iawn.) 
Why 'tis to fee himfclf fo vilely drawn. 



A OoUeBum of Epigiains. 




CDLXXVIL 
t)n Virtue : To a Ladj^. 

DTD PlMt$ live, that iS^c, whpfe piercing mind 
Found virtue wanted nought to chtrm man- 
kind. 
But to aflume a body ; he might fee 
His bright ideas verify M in thee. 



1*^ 



CDLXXVIII. 
On the Tax upon Salt. 

^HE emblem o'th*nation fo grave and precife, 
"*• On the emblem of wifdom have laid anexcife; 
PraytcUme, grave fparks, andyouranfwer don'c 

fmother, 
Why one rcprefentative taxes another ? 
The comniiohs on fait a new impoft have laid, 
To tax wifdom too they moft humbly are pray'd ; 
For tell me, ye patrons of woollen and crape, 
Why the type fliould be fin'd, and the fubftance 

efcape ? 
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CDLXXIX. 



Ji Colleton of Epigrams. 

CDLXXIX. 
Mr. Drydbn, im his Ctntv&fion. 

AYTOR to god, wid rebel to thy pen, 
Prieft- ridden poet, perjur'd fon oi^en ; 
'er thou prov'ft honeft, then the nation 
modeftly believe tranfubfbuitiation. 



CDLXXX. 
On Mar IN DA s Toilet. 

NCE vulgar beauties take their pawVfxil arms, 
ind from their toilets borrow all their charms, 
bright Marinday with a kinder care, 
tes her fharper-pointed glances h?re : 
1 our weak fight in pity fte complies, 
with bur fafliions veils the glories of her eyes, 
angels thus defcending from a1»ove 
ifit men with meflages of love, 
. fliape aflum'd, our bleffing to compleat, 
nuike the favour kind, as it was great ; 
3ugh mortal veftments {hone th' an^elick air, 
tho' in human form,they feem'd moft heav'nly 
fair. 



A C^kSiamfff Epigrams. 



irrj'f' >^^' 'r "*■: - 



CDLXXXL 

OccMjMd h the News tbMt Sir &* 
Bl— V Tarofhrafe upm Job w« 
in the Trefs. 

TITHEN J9h contending with the devil I law, 
^^ It did my wonder, but not pity, draw $ 
For I concluded, that, without fome trick, 
A laint at any time could match Old Niek. 

Next came a fiercer fiend upon bis back, 
I mean his fponfe, ftunning him with her clack ; 
But filll I could not pity him, as knowii^ 
A crab-tree cudgel foon would fend her going. 

But when the quack engaged with 7'^ I fpy^d, 
The lord have mercy on poor J$h, I cry*d $ 
What fpottfe and fatan did attempt in vain, j 
The quack will compafs with his murdering pen, > 
And on a dunghll leave poor 7«^ again : J 

With impious doggrel hell poUute bis theme, 
And make the laint, agalnft bl^ will, blafpheme. 

«.;rK?.!,*^^/^i}®^ ^'^^^ epigrams more upon the fiune fttbieft 
vcral more are Cole found. ^ r- » 
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CQUcxxn. 



of Ep^tmm^ 




CDLXXXIL 

Ujxm King Arthur, partfy writ im 
the ^DoStofs Coach, and part fy in ^ 
Coffet-Himfe. 

T ET the Hulicious critic fiuq^ «|mI nuly. 
jMlmif UomottA is, «iid mi^ provMl ' 
In vain they firive to w««iiii him vitj^ thtil 

fofigne, 
The lifelcii/rrs/ can ftceitre no vrong. 
As rattliii^ coackonce thunder^ thro' the mlit^ 
Out dropped i!bQtwtArtku9 from Ids fire* 
Well may he then both Kime ^nd death def^^ 
For what was never born, can never die. 
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CDLXXXBI. 



A ColleSiJon of Epigrams. 
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CDtXXXIII. 

To the Author of.thfi Satyr agamft fVitt 
, cmcealirig.hix Katne. 

TJ E that in Jrthurs trafli has pehkrice done, 

Need not be told who writ this vile lampoon,^ 
In both, theiimectemaldulh^fsfcines, • 
Inrpir^s^he-thcAghts, and animates tfae lihes : 
In botls the fame Itfwd fiat ti^!«^e fiifl; * - 
The praife defaming, and the fatyrkfeni ; 
Alike the numbers, fafhioii'/iiilid dedgh/ ' 
No chequer tallies coiild more nicely join r 
Thy foolifli mufc puts on her mask too iate, 
.We kaoi^ the ftrumpet by Jher voice, aisd gatCi 
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CDLXXXIV, 



A ColleSikn of Epigrams. 







CDLXXXIV» 



To th fame, upon his Talent of Traifin^ 

and Raiting. -' '' 



* • -f •■ ^ , 



I ', 



'T'HiNE IS the only m:uf« in 5r/<:;(/bgroiind,, 

Whofe faty r tickles, and whofe praifes wound : 
Sure Hebrew firft was taught her by her nurfe, • 
Where" the fame wcfrd is iisM to h\t(% and cacfc, 

• . » ■■ 

• *• ' .... ; , ♦ 

• ■ • • * 
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. CDJLXXXV. •. 

'. ' • ■ • *' 

'T^n'B Britfps Arthnr^ as bift(5t^n« tcll^^ . .^ 

Deriv'd his birth from Merlins magick fpell ^ 
When liter ^ taking the wrong'd husband's ftiape^ 
On fair Igerne did co^s^M rape : 

But modern Arthur/ of tKc Cheapjide line^ 
May juftJy toaft his parentage divine ; 
Wearing thy phyz, and in thy iiabit drefl-^ 

The god of dulnefs bis lewd dam compreft, 

• 

Z 2 CDLXXXVK; ■'5 



- -^ T 



A CoJkQkm of Epigt^s. 




CDLXXXVI. 

XJfm jetkig a Mm light a Tipe ef 
Tobacco in a Coffee^Houfe^ with a 
Leaf of Ki^g Arthur* 

Tn coflRse-boiiie begot, the (bort-livM brat , 
'' By Inftinft, thither hafies to meet his fiite \ 
The phoenix to JirahU thus returns, 
And iiTthe grove that gave her birth, fhe bums : 
Thus wandring St^t^ when thro* the world he's 

paft, 
Revifits ancient Tmeed, with pious hafte, 
And on paternal mountains dies at lafl. 



1^ 'vy^.^ * 






CDLXXXYUf 



A CoUe&ion of Epigrams. 
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CDLXXXVII. 

To the merry Paetafler at Sadlbr'i 
Hall, m Chbafside. 

T Jnweiidy pedant, let thy awkward mufe 

With cenfures praife, with flatteries abufe. 
To lafh, asHl not be felt, in thee^s an art, 
Thoa ne*er mad'ft any but thy ichool-boys finart s 
Then be advisM, and fcribUe not again, 
Thou'rt faihion*d for a flail, and not a pen ; 

If B /*s ilnmortal wit thou would'ft decry. 

Pretend ^tis he that writ thy poetry : 
Thy feeble fatyr ne*er can do him wrong, 
Tby poems and thy pftients live not long. 
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CDLXXXVni. 



A Collision of J^igrams, 




CDLXXXVIIL 
To the Author of the Satyr againji Wit. 

COME fcribbling fops fo little value fame, 

They fometimcs hit, becaxife they ncrer aim ; 
But thou for erring haft a certain rule, 
And aiming, art inviolably dull : 
Thy muddy ftream no lucid drop fupplies. 
But puns, like bubbles, on the furface rife ; 
All that for wit you could, you've kindly done, 
Vbu cannot i^rire, but can be wtit upon,. 
And a like fete does either fide befit. 
Immortal dulnefs,. or immortal wit :. 
In )ull extremes an equal merit lies. 
And B— — '/^ and Qarth with.thee,iiiuft Jhar« the 
priiie, 

Since thou can'ft fink, as mv^ as they can rife. . 






' CDLXXXIX. 



A Colkdiim of Epigrams^ 




CDLXXXIX. 

*W^HEN fir'd by glory, Pi&;//>'s god-like fon 

The Per/Jiiff empire, likeaftorm, o'er-riur, 
A worthlcfs fcribblcr, C;&m/i^iby.name, 
In pompous doggrel foird the heroes fknve ; 
The Gr^cicn prince, to merit cv-er juft, 
(For monarchs did not then reward on truft) 
Read o'er his rhimes, and to chaftife fuch trafh, 
Gave him for each offending line a lafli. 

Thus bard went off, with many drubs requited ; 

That's, in plain £»^///]!», Ci&m/K/^ was knighted. 



CDxa 

IVritten in a Ladys Tr oyer Book. 

TIThilst you,bright angel, heaven alone purfue, 
^ Ourthoughts are fix'd on equal heaven in you. 
But why fuch beauty, and fuch rigour join'd ? 
Ne'er for a cloifter was that face defigu d ;. 
To blefs, and not to curfe mankind 'twas giv'n ; 
Then fmile^ and anfwer the deiigas of beav'n. • 

^ CDXCL 



A CoBeSim 9J Epigrams. 
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CDXCI. 
Martial^ Lib. i%. Epi^. 54. 

^T«Hy betrd «ad lieftd are of a different die ; 
** Short of one foot ; diftoned in an eye ; 
With all tbeic tokens of a knave compleat, 
Should'ft thou be koneft, tkon'rt a dev'lifli cheat. 



CDXCIL 

On 2)r . C- deV ^iyit^ fy his ozm Recipe. 

XI- D£, who had (lain ten thouiand men^ 
^ With that finall inftroment a pen. 
Being fick ; unluckily he try*d 
The point upon himfelf, and dy'd» 



CDXCIII. 
On M-— ~y'^ Sitmm. 

XTTb're told by one of the blade robe, 
^ The devil inoculated ^%h : 
Suppofe 'tis true, what he does tell \ 
Fray, neighbours^ did not '^oh d& well ? 
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